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1989 
Jessica 


| drove all day and all night. Fast and hard through almost five states, clutching the steering wheel of my car 


for more than thirty hours. 

Only stopping for filling the gas tank and buying a cup of coffee to stay awake, | finally reach California in the 
morning. Parking the car, | suddenly feel exhausted. 

After buying some stuff in a discount store, | cross the street to a convenience store that sells gas and food. 
In the bathroom | rip the tags of the new clothes | just bought and throw my dress into the waste bin 


A wave of dizzy nausea is washing through me as | stare at the dress for a moment. That was my favorite 
one. A red sundress with little white flowers and small straps. | loved to wear it with my favorite denim Jacket 
and grey boots. 

| look at myself in the fly-specked mirror. | look like shit. 

Carefully | take a look at my eye and let out a sigh of relive when | notice that | wouldn't wear a shiner this 
time. My skin looks pale. Even paler than usually. 

With trembling hands | braid my wavy red hair. 

| examine my other body parts and find some bruises. Nothing unusual. At least for me. 


But nothing seems to be broken this time. 


| still can't believe | did it. Running away like that isn't me. | have no fucking clue what came over me. But this 
is it. | can't go back now. Not this time. 

And | don't want to. | finally did it. | am free now. 

Leaving my husband for good isn't something | chose to do. He pushed me to go that far. 

Years of abuse and the inability to change anything, finally got to me. 


He will never lay a hand on me again. 


Changing into the new jeans and the t-shirt | just bought, | throw a last gaze at my favorite dress. It's useless 
to be sad about it. Its ruined. | will never be able to get the blood stains out of it. A lot of blood. His blood. 

| almost gag at the thought of it. What if he's dead? | shouldn't fucking care, but somehow | do. Not that it 
makes me sad, but I'm scared. What if | go to jail? What if he'd survived? 


| leave the car in the sprawling parking lot and hop on a city bus to the next Greyhound station, | scan the 
destinations. Los Angeles. | hope he'll never find me there. 

Snuggling down into the seat of the bus, | can't help but think how different my life would have been if | had 
chosen to go to LA in the first place. 

Way back before college. When everyone left fucking Lafayette, | chose to stay. This was possibly the biggest 
mistake | made in my whole life. 

Back then | thought my friends would show up again and | could tell them | knew they wouldn't make it. But 
they somehow did it. They never came back. 


And now my fucking life falls into pieces and Bill and Izzy are superstars. Fucking irony. 


1119 


Jessica 


‘Well, fuck you Izz! | cried, pushing at him to escape his grip. ‘You can't leave me here like that: 

Izzy let go of me and stepped back a little, pushing his jet black hair out of his eyes. 

God, how | loved his hair. He had this Johnny Thunders look working for him very well. 

‘Damn, Jess! Don't make this harder for me. You know | can't stay here’ He said. 

| crossed my arms in front of my chest and glared at him. 

‘You fucking moron. You'll be back within a couple of months, being broke and shit: | groaned. ‘Come on, Izz. This 


is suicide. You really think you're going to survive in Los Angeles? You're just eighteen! 


He let out a sigh, fumbling a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket. When he got one out for him, he offered the 
pack to me. | gladly took one. 

He curled his hand around the lighter and lit my cigarette before his own. Sometimes he could really act like a 
gentleman 

‘| have to try, Jess. There's nothing for me here: He said with the cigarette dangling from his lips. ‘You really 
expect me to end up at the factory like my old man? | wanna play music for fucks sake: 

| shook my head. 

‘Oh, that's crap and you know that. You've graduated high school. You're not going to end up at a gas station or 


something: 


His grey eyes locked into mine for a second and | couldn't help regretting all that time | didn’t tell him how | 
felt about him. Now it was too late. He'd leave me behind. 

‘You could come with me, you know: He said plainly. 

‘Yeah, sure: | scoffed. ‘I'm a fucking junior, dude. How will | end up there? As a fucking stripper 
Nevertheless | would have loved to, but | was way too young and way too scared. 

He looked crushed, like | broke his heart or something. My heart jumped. 


I've never been sure if he had feelings for me. We were friends. That's it. 

That was a topic that never would have been discussed. | was one of the guys. So | buried my feelings for him 
deep down inside and tried to act casual every time he got a girlfriend. 

Even if it broke my heart each time he kissed her. But with him leaving, | would lose him for good. 


‘You'd make a fucking good stripper.’ He smirked at me and took a last drag on his cigarette before tossing it 
to the pavement. God, how | loved that smirk. 

| smacked him on his arm for that comment though, not knowing what to respond to that. 

‘| need to get going’ He said after taking a look at his watch. ‘You take care of yourself, promise? 

| felt my eyes tearing up. | swallowed hard and tried to hold them back. It hurt too damn much to let him go. 
‘Please |zz. Don't... | begged one more time, feeling like bursting into tears any moment. 

| gave him a tight hug, burying my face into his chest for a moment. He smelled of cigarettes and of that 
shitty deodorant he always used. | would never forget this smell. 

‘Don't be sad, freckles! He looked at me with a small smile and kissed my nose. ‘I'm sure we'll be running into 


each other again: 


When the bus arrived, he grabbed his duffle bag and his guitar case, leaving me behind in fucking Lafayette - 


Indiana. 


Welcome to the jungle 


Author's Notes: 
Please show some love ~ 


1989 
Jessica 


In the middle of the evening bustle, serving coffee and food to the ones that would made their way to the 
clubs on sunset later, | realize that somehow or other the job I'd taken out of desperation three weeks before 


is one | learned to like. Not to love. 


‘Order up! | hear Rick, the cook, call and grab the porcelain plates filled with double cheeseburgers and greasy 
fries. Piling them on my arms | hurry toward the table of some high school kids who would gulp the food down 
and leave a mess without even a dollar tip, no matter how good or poorly I'd do my job. 

| like the middle shift way better. A lot of road workers and cops come here and as long as | keep their coffee 
mugs filled, they'd tip me well. 

But tonight | fill in for my coworker Maddy, whose kid got sick. God, | hated the evening shifts. Those high 
school kids that show up on the strip to try to get in one of the bars are a pain in the ass. They don't tip well 


and leave a lot of work 


| bustle back to the counter and make a fresh pot of coffee, mainly for the crew to drink as they clean up 
dinner and prepare for a long Saturday night. 

‘Oh, you know | love you, right?! Roxy says with a smile, while inhaling the steamed scent of freshly brewed 
coffee. 

‘You're welcome honey. | say, smiling back at her. ‘You wanna take a break? 

Roxy shrugs and grabs a mug, filling it with fresh coffee. 

‘Just a second to have a smoke outside: 


‘Go ahead: | say, knowing that Roxy enjoys being alone for some minutes. 


While Roxy takes her break, | begin filling the napkin holder and the sugar bowls. 

The teens finish their dinner, leaving a mess behind. Getting to their table to clean up, | notice they left exactly 
fifty cent for a tip. Yeah, figures. 

| clean up the table and get everything back to the kitchen 

When | walk back to the counter, | hear the bell ring over the door. 

Three guys walk into the diner, having a quick gaze around the place before sitting down in one of the most 
hidden booths at the end of the room. 

Yeah, these three seem to be hiding out in here. God, LA is full of those shady people. That late night shift 


really stresses me out. 


| have a quick look at those guys. They don't seem to be all filthy and disgusting. Sometimes some hobos try 
to get themselves a free coffee. Usually | gladly help. But sitting down in the diner and scare away the guests 
is out of the question. 

So | nervously wipe the counter with a towel, trying to figure out what kind of people they are. 

The one guy sitting with the back towards me is wearing a baseball cap and a hoody. | already noticed him 
wearing big dark shades. This is fucking ridiculous. Who on earth wears shades at night? Right as | think of it, | 
notice they all do. | can't help but chuckle. 


| grab my pad and walk my way around the counter towards those crazy poser guys. 

Arriving at their table, the blonde guy with the fluffy hair already smiles at me. Hell, what the fuck is he so 
damn happy about? Is he trying to flirt with me? 

Even though he's damn handsome | just want to get it over with, end my shift and head back home. 

‘Hey guys. What can | bring you? | ask, forcing a smile on my face. 

‘Well, hi .. Jessica! The other blonde guy says, reading my name tag. ‘You serve beer, right? 

Great. Strange, creepy guys hiding out in a diner while drinking. This is going to be a long night. 

| just give him a nod. 

‘So, make it three Miller then’ Blondie says. Why the fuck did they come here? There are plenty of bars on 
sunset strip that serve alcohol. 

‘You want anything to eat? | ask, eying the suspicious dude with the hoodie. He's still hiding his face. 

‘Nah, thanks. We're still waiting for someone: | hear his dark voice and he shakes his head. 


| nod and take off, wondering why those guys seem so fucking familiar. Maybe they come here a lot but | 
never paid attention to them. It seems like I've seen them before. 

‘Don't be so fucking ridiculous, Ax. Take that shit off: Blondie says to hoodie guy and tries to grab his cap. 
When he gets hold on the cap, he rips it off hoodie guy's head. Removing the cap and the hoodie, he exposes 
an amount of strawberry blonde hair. 

| get a strange feeling in my gut, knowing this kind of hair from somewhere. 


Hurrying to serve them the beer, and to take another close look at the redhead, | rush back to their table. 


Placing the bottles on the table | turn towards the redhead, who's trying to push his hair out of his face. 
‘Thanks fuckhead' He hisses at his friend. 

For a second my heart skips a beat. Well, fuck me. | suddenly know why those guys seem so fucking familiar. 
From all the diners in the city, Guns ‘n’ Roses rushed into the one l'm working for. | can't help but chuckle and 
place my hands on my hips, giving the redheaded singer a warm smile. 


‘Well, well, well.. if that isn’t Bill Bailey! 


Detention 
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‘Detention? | yelled at the principal. ‘Seriously? What for? | wasn't even in the fucking room when it happened: 
Furiously waving my hands, | tried to kick at the waste bin but | was sitting too far away to reach it. God, | 
had better things to do than getting stuck in detention after school. | couldn't believe they were about to keep 
me there. 

‘Words, young lady: The principal reprimanded me. ‘This is for not giving us any information about who glued 
Miss Sinlcair's pants to the chair’ He repeated again. | already knew what he was talking about. But | just kept 
saying the same thing over and over again 

‘| ain't no snitch. And | ain't telling you anything: | said again, crossing my arms in front of my chest. 

‘So that leaves you in detention then Miss James. Period’ The principal said again 


| snorted and jumped up, making the chair leaving a squeezing noise on the PVC floor coating. 

This was fucking ridiculous. | hadn't done a thing. This was all Amy's fault. She came up with that stupid idea to 
glue the teacher's ass to that fucking chair. Bitch. Now | got stuck in detention, and Amy got away with a huge 
grin on her face. This meant payback. | was not going to let that down. She fucking owed me for that. 

Mr. Ronald signed a paper slip and held it out to me, showing his "don't mess with me" face. 

God, | hated that fucking school. | hated those fucking people here and | hated that whole fucking town. 

| had just moved here, with my parents from Knoxville - lowa Born and raised there, | wasn't too pleased 


leaving my little amount of friends behind. Getting stuck in another small town wasn't what I'd chosen for me. 


Wondering if | would ever find any friends at that fucked up place full of retards, | made my way towards 
detention. 

Giving the door a firm knock, | rushed in and banged the slip down on the teacher's desk. | didn't care who he 
was and | didn't care looking at him. Man, | was beyond pissed. 

Ignoring everything and everyone in that classroom, | just shuffled all the way to the back and dropped down 
to one of the free chairs. 

‘Thanks for joining us, Miss James: The teacher said. 

‘Yeah, whatever: | mumbled to myself, while digging through my bag to find my favorite book. 


| would have killed to have one of these new cassette players they called "Walkman". They had headphones so 
you were able to hear your favorite music all by yourself. But as always these new things were way too 


expensive for me. 


So | took out my latest read and tried to focus on it, when | noticed someone pulling on my right sleeve. 
‘Hey: | heard a guy's voice and looked up to find out where this was coming from. 


Turning my head to the right, | looked straight into a pair of green eyes. 


Fuck. | knew that guy. At least I've seen him around. He was a skinny redhead with long hair and a fucking 
attitude. People said he was a troublemaker. What was his fucking name again? 

‘Hey, I'm William. He said with a smile, answering my mute question. Yeah, Bill Bailey. Amy's brother. The 
preacher's son. 

| rolled my eyes. 

‘Yeah, whatever, dude. | know who you are. Who the fuck doesn't around here? | replied 

He blinked and looked confused for a moment. 


‘Well, fuck you too. Bitch: He mumbled, glaring at me. What was his fucking problem? | frowned. 


‘So whats your name?" He asked after trying to look busy for a couple of minutes. 
Damn, why wouldn't he just shut the fuck up? Where these people of that fucking family all retards or what? 
‘Not that it's any of your business but I'm Jessica: | said plainly. 


‘Whatever’ He shrugged, watching me through his hair. ‘Wanna hang out after detention? 

| blinked. What did | do to suddenly end up as his bff? 

‘Yeah... uh.. | have to get home. It's really getting late after detention’ | tried to shut him down But he wouldn't 
let go. 

‘| could walk you home then: He said. Damn, was he fucking serious? 

‘Don't you need to get home too? | asked him. 

‘Nah. They won't miss me anyway. He said with a smile. 

This shit was way over my head. That guy was at least one year older than | was. What if he expected to 
make out or something? I'd never really got to first base with a guy. 

| suddenly felt nervous. 

‘|| don't even know you, dude: | said to him. 

He chuckled. 

‘Chill, girl. | just want to know you. You seem interesting. Being all feisty and shit! He said, still smiling at me. 'l 
kinda like that: 


That's how | met Bill Bailey. | never could've imagined that this would change my fucking life. 


He walked me back home after detention that day. It wouldn't be the last time we got stuck in detention 
together. This was just the beginning. 


Carrying my books under his left arm, he kept pushing his hair out of his face with his right hand. His red 
hair was long, slightly touching his shoulders. It had this very unique color. Not auburn, like mine. It was way 
brighter. | thought that it was really pretty. 

| kept watching him from the corner of my eyes. He really was handsome. A litte girly but | liked his pretty 
face. 


| cleared my throat, pushing those thoughts aside. Damn, he must think was some clueless freshman. 


‘Uhm... so..what do you do? | mean except getting stuck in detention? | tried to make some conversation 

He gave me a small smile. It seemed like he was thankful | actually started talking to him. 

‘Oh, | don't know. Just hang. I'm not really into sports. | like music, you know? He shrugged. 

‘What kind of music? | asked him. Did we have something in common here? 

‘Well, | really like rock music. But | can't play any of my records at home. Its complicated’ He said emotionless 

and | could notice a dark look on his face. | wondered what this comment was about, but | didn't dare to ask. So 
| decided to stick to the topic. 

‘What bands are you into? 

He gave me a bright smile and his mood lit up as soon as it has gotten dark. 

‘| like Queen and the Sex Pistols. | know it seems weird but | really admire Elton John. He's such a great artist! 


He said. 


Did that guy really say he liked the Sex Pistols and was into Elton John? | couldn't help but chuckle. That was 
so weird. | raised an eyebrow. 

‘Elton John? Seriously? | love the Sex Pistols though. lim more into Punk. | love the Ramones. But | also like Led 
Zeppelin: | told him. 

He smiled again but didn't respond. | wasn't sure if he was offended because | said something about Elton John. 


So | just kept my mouth shut and walked with him silently for a while. 


‘How did you end up in detention? | tried changing the subject. 

‘They just piss me off, ya know? He shrugged and kept walking without looking at me. 

God, that guy was some real angry motherfucker. | gave people shit all the time but | suddenly had a feeling 
that he was way worse than | was. 

‘Who pissed you off then? The teachers? | asked. 

‘Nah, some guys at school. They were trying giving me shit. So | just snapped, ya know? He said with another 
shrug. 

‘So you beat them up or what? | looked at him, not really imagining that this skinny redhead could beat up 
people. He looked so fucking fragile. 

‘Yeah, | guess | got a little carried away: He said with a smirk, pushing his hair out of his face again. ‘I'm just 
sick of people judging me by my looks or by the place | grew up: 

| wondered what he meant by that but didn't ask. 


When we reached my house, | took back my books and looked up to him. 

‘Thanks, William: | chuckled. ‘You mind if | call you Bill? 

He shook his head. 

‘Be my guest He responded. 

‘So... | said nervously, biting my lower lip. ‘If you like you can hang at my place sometime. You know... for 
listening to your records and stuff: | stuttered. 

His face lit up and just when | thought he was going to hug me, he shove his hands in his pockets, looking down 
on me through his red hair. 

‘Yeah, I'd like that: He said plainly. ‘See ya tomorrow: 


Giving me a last smile, he turned on his heels. 


This was one really strange guy, but | couldn't help thinking I'd possibly made a friend for life. 


Awareness 
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Holy fuck! 

‘Jessica James?" | ask dumbfounded, shoving my shades on the top of my head. 
Still not getting what's happening here, | just stare at her. 

‘In the flesh: She states, smiling bright at me. 

Damn, | can't get a straight thought. How long has it been? Nine years? 


Even in her waitress uniform she looks so fucking stunning. Has she gotten more beautiful in all those years? | 
can't take my eyes off her. 

Exactly remembering every single detail, | keep taking it all in: Her auburn hair, the long and perfectly shaped 
legs, and her bright smile. That smile that didn't let me get any nights rest for years. No wonder | turned out 
to be a night owl. 


| have been in love with her all through high school. And | never told her how | felt. | was such a moron back 
then. Almost jizzing my pants every time | saw her in her tiny bikini or when she sat on my lap. Damn, that 
was a long time ago. 


And that boy from Lafayette - Indiana is buried deep down inside of the singer of Guns 'r' Roses now. 


Fucking hell, what is she doing here? | shake my head to get it a litle bit clearer. 

‘Wow... l.. what are you doing here? | ask like a fucking moron. Great. 

She smiles at me and | almost melt down to her feet. Fuck. Why does she still have that effect on me? 

‘Long story. You've got a week?" She chuckles. God, she is fucking awesome. 

She goes on before | can even open my mouth again. l'm still as speechless as a fucking teenager when it 
comes to her. 

‘So, "Axl Rose". You guys really did it, huh? | really didn't think that would be possible. You sounded like shit 
back in that Isbell garage’ She chuckles again. 

| can't help feeling a little offended. I'm a rockstar after all. And l'm pretty sure | never sounded like shit. Not 


even back in high school. 


l'm still glued to my seat. Should | hug her or something? | never hug anybody but Izz. But | remember | used 
to. Back in high school. 
Duff eyes me questioning. Yeah, right. My band mates are also sitting here, watching that weird scene. 


‘Uh... yeah... sorry. | should introduce you to the guys. | wave my hands at them. ‘That's Duff and Steven. 
Guys, that's Jessy. She's a friend of Izzy and me. We used to hang out in high school: 

Duff's face lights up and he gives her his million dollar smile. Fucking idiot. She's not falling for your shit, dude. 
He reaches out his hand and Jessy takes it with a smile. 

‘Hey gorgeous. Nice to meet you. How come the guys never mentioned you before? He throws me a look. 
‘You're way to pretty to be buried in a closet: 

Jessy laughs at his comment. | fucking hate that fucker. 


‘So, where's the rest of your band? | can't wait to see Izzy again’ Jessy asks, ignoring Duff's question. 

| feel like someone just emptied a bucket full of ice water over my head. One simple sentence is pulling me back 
into reality. She's looking forward to seeing Izzy again. Izzy. 

It has always been all about Izzy. | clench my fists and grit my teeth. Suddenly it feels like high school all over 
again 


‘He might be here any minute: | say coldly. 


Not the first time in my life | fucking hate Izzy. 


Jessica 


Why the fuck does he keep staring at me like that? Damn, this is weird. 

Axl Rose. Bill Bailey. Fuck. They seem like totally different people. 

I've read a lot of Axl in some magazines. | saw some interviews, always admiring his confidence. 

He really grew up to a man just fine. His hair is longer and more blonde than | remember. Still skinny as hell, 


he now dressed like a real rock star and not like some kind of hillbilly kid. 


His face is still beautiful, but he lost that girly touch that got him into so much trouble back home. 


‘You guys need anything else? | ask, suddenly remembering | am still working here. ‘I'll be back in a few if you 
don't mind. | just need to take my break: 

| look at Axl intensively. God, how much | missed the guys. 

Taking his hand into mine, | give it a little squeeze. | feel his gaze burning on me. 

‘| missed you, you know? It's been a fucking long time. | never thought | would see you again’ 

Before he can respond to that, | turn around back to the counter. Roxy is already finishing filling up the napkin 
holder. 


She eyes me suspiciously. | already know she's nosy as hell, and seeing me chat with the boys made her even 
nosier. 

‘You know these guys? Roxy asks point blank, trying to catch a look at them. ‘They look like fucking trouble to 
me: 

| can't help but chuckle. She's no idea how right she is about that. Bill Bailey was fucking trouble. And | bet 
those other guys were too. 

‘Yeah, that one guy was a close friend of mine back in high school: | say. 


Roxy is still trying to figure out who they are. Damn | just hope this is not turning out into a huge fan-girl 
incident. 

‘Just let me take that break now, okay? | really want to catch up with him: | try to get Roxy's attention. 
‘Sure! She says. ‘Just take your time. It's quiet anyway: 


Just as | bent down to grab a couple of beers out of the fridge beneath the counter, | hear the bell ring over 
the door. Almost simultaneously | hear Roxy gasp. Shit. 

Without seeing anything, | already know who entered the diner. 

| slowly get up and see Izzy and that other guitarist walking across the diner towards the others. 

Before | even think of admiring the view, Roxy grabs my shoulder. Hard. 

‘You have any idea who just walked in here? She whispers. ‘That's Slash. And Izzy Stradlin’ She groans and | 
feel the need to roll my eyes. 

‘Chill Roxy! | try to calm her down. ‘They are fucking normal people too, you know? 


She throws me a look like I'm some kind of lunatic. 

‘Chill? You're fucking serious, Jessy? They used to hang around the strip at lot before they hit big. Now they 
are fucking rockstars. She eyes me suspiciously for a moment, then looking back at the booth the guys were 
sitting now. Then it hits her. Fuck. (OHMY.GOD. Its him, right? It's him. Don't you dare telling me you fucking 
went to school with Axl Rose! 

| see tears in her eyes and expect her to faint any moment. But she holds her shit together. 

‘Actually | went to school with Izzy and Axl: | say plainly. 

‘Oh god: She lets out a high squeak 

‘Now, | have to go back and say Hi. If you promise to behave, | will introduce you later. Okay? | say to her and 
she gives me a couple of wild nods. 


So then let's do that. 

| wipe my suddenly sweaty palms on my skirt and make my way over to them. That's when everything starts 
happening in slow-motion. Every little detail hits me directly. 

| see Axl talking to Izzy, pointing out to me. Izzy's eyes widen and he jumps up, coming towards me. 

God, he looks even better than in the tabloids. And he looks better than | remember him. 

Like Bill he's all grown up and manly, but when he grins at me | can still see the school boy in him. 

His hair is much longer than he used to wear it in the past and on top of it he's wearing a cap. A cigarette is 
dangling from his lips and | can't help but smile at him widely. 


That image of him was burned into my brain a long time ago. 


He stops two feet in front of me. For a second | can't move any bone before | finally set down my tray with 
drinks on a free table beside me. 

Izzy finally moves and within seconds | feel him hugging me close to him. 

‘God, | missed you, freckles’ He mumbles at my ear as | press my head to his shoulder. | chuckle. Now | am 
way taller than the last time | hugged him. 

He still smells like cigarettes and that shitty cheap deodorant. | smile as his scent surrounds me, bringing back 


old memories. 


A bucket full of love potion 
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Bill wrapped his arm around my neck casually, holding a cigarette between his fingers, as we walked out of the 
school yard. His free hand pushed his red hair out of his face once in a while. Walking like this, he bended his 
head to look at me. 

‘You wanna hang and smoke some pot?! He asked. 

| rolled my eyes. God, he was such a cliché sometimes. But it wasn't like | had a lot of friends, so | was happy 
hanging out with him. 


We really liked each other's company. 

Hanging out for a couple of weeks, we'd become close friends. 

He walked me home after school and hung out with me listening to our favorite records most of the time. 

| knew he didn't like to go home and so | let him hang out at my place until late in the evening. Sometimes we 


also went to the lake for a swim or just to chill out. 


At that point | thought I'd never have a closer friend than Bill. It was him and me against the world. 


‘Why the fuck are you acting like a damn cliché?" | asked him. 

‘You know how things work at this school, Jess: He chuckled. ‘You're either a jock or a stoner. Well, I'm not a 
jock, obviously: 

| couldn't help but laugh. He sometimes got directly to the point. 

‘So, we're hanging out where? | asked him curiously. He never took me with him somewhere. Usually we'd hang 
out at my place. 

‘We're hanging out at the football field. I'd like you to meet my buddy. He said. 

| blinked He had another buddy? He never told me about him. | always thought he was a loner kind of guy. 
‘Hey, | thought | was your buddy: | pouted. 

He pulled me closer. 


‘Nah, you're my girlfriend. That's different: He said with a smile. 


| stopped abruptly and frowned at him to figure out if he'd been serious. But there was no sign of humor on 
his face. He couldn't take this serious, could he? 

What the hell was he thinking? 

‘What the fuck, Bill? | am not your fucking girlfriend: | cried out, pushed his arm away from my shoulders and 


continued walking towards the stands. 


We didn't manage to talk this shit out because when we got to there, a guy appeared. 


When | saw him | gasped. He was breathtaking. | wondered why I'd never seen him before. 

That guy was as skinny as Bill, all dressed in black with long jet black hair falling to his shoulders. A cigarette 
was dangling from his lips as he jumped up with a smirk. 

| almost melted at his feet. Who the fuck was that handsome guy? 

‘Hey, man‘ He mumbled as Bill took his hand and gave him a loose hug. | just stared at him like a retard. 

His grey eyes locked into mine and | worried about drooling right in front of him, when he gave me a nod. 
‘What's up? I'm Jeff. But you can call me Izzy, sweetheart: He said with a smirk. Damn, he was fucking 


charming. 


Not able to respond, | just kept staring at him. 

‘That's Jessica: Bill filled in for me. | blinked, trying to get back to reality. 

‘Uh... nice to meet you. You can call me Jessy or Jess: | offered politely because he just offered me to call 
him by his nickname. 

‘Sweet He said with a grin, checking me out from top to toe. Bill hit him with his elbow right into the ribs for 
that and | couldn't help blushing. 

We sat down, while Izzy pulled a joint out of the breast pocket of his shirt. Lightening it with the butt of his 
cigarette, he inhaled deeply before he passed it to Bill. 

This boy was the coolest guy on earth. Seriously. 


| felt like someone just threw me into a bucket of love potion. 


‘Izzy? Where's that coming from? | asked him, desperate to know more about that handsome guy. 

He shrugged. 

‘ts short for Isbell. That's my last name. People just keep calling me that: He said, taking back the joint from 
Bill holding it out to me. 

‘My name's James. There's not much to make out of this | guess: | said, taking the joint from him. Taking a 
deep drag on the joint, | coughed. God, this was fucking embarrassing. 

The guys laughed their asses off. Great. 

| passed the joint back to Izzy, who laid down on the bench watching the sky. He took another hit before 
passing the joint back to Bill again. 

‘You know your short cut is Jessy James, right? He chuckled, probably high. ‘That's fucking cool: 


‘Would you quit hitting on my girl, fucker? Bill said, kicking Izzy with his boot. ‘That's not cool, man: 

My jaw dropped. Damn, what was he thinking? This was embarrassing. | didn't want Izzy to think Bill was my 
boyfriend or something. 

‘Geez, Bill. | already said | ain't your girlfriend’ | said, giving him a punch on his arm. ‘Get over it for fucks 
sake: 

Izzy chuckled. 


‘You two let me know as soon as you figured this out, yeah? 
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"like high school..hate..fucker..' | hear Axl mumbling behind me until | notice he's rushing across the diner 
straight out of the door. God, he's such a pussy when it comes to women His behavior is ridiculous. We are all 
grownups now. 


This jealousy shit went down a long time ago. | really thought we'd settled this. 


Even if | don't want to, | let go of Jessy. She takes a step back, frowning at the sight of Axl running out of the 
door. This must look weird to her. For the guys and me it's nothing unusual. Axl being moody is on top of the 
agenda for us. 

‘What is his problem, now?” She asks. | shrug. 

‘Don't worry. He'll get over it! | say. 


Duff throws me a look. Yeah, | know. Like always, I'm the one to blame. I'm the one who pisses Axl off. Get 
over it. | don't fucking care. 

Slash doesn't get any of this. He's fucking wasted. He already was when we went scoring shit. That's easy on 
the strip. It's great to be back home. Life is good in LA. 

That fucking touring shit wears me out. | feel like eighty after touring for two years. 


| take a good look at Jessy. Damn, she looks good. | mean, not just good. Hot. Really hot. How come | never 
noticed that back in high school? 

That ugly ass waitress uniform doesn't suit her. No girl with a smoking body like hers should be forced to 
wear that kinda shit. That's just so fucking wrong. 

Suddenly | get an itch for peeling her out of that shit. | wonder what her skin looks like. She used to be pale as 
fuck. Just like Axl. 

| haven't seen a girl with smooth pale skin for years. Living in California means: Plenty of blonde beach babes 


with a tan. Jessy is so fucking different. 


Her piercing blue eyes meet mine. | can't help staring at her. 

‘You said "freckles"! She whispers. 

'Huh? | blink, not getting her. 

Her full pink lips part into a bright smile. 

‘No one ever called me that but you: She says. 

Seriously? No one? But it's so fucking obvious to call her that. 

| stare at those tiny freckles on her nose, remembering she used to be full of those tiny spots. 


My dick twitches. Damn, this is getting uncomfortable. 


Back in high school | used to call her "freckles" to make fun of her. She had those spots everywhere and she 
hated it. At first she got furious every time | called her that. But soon it turned out to be her nickname. | 


always thought Axl was calling her that as well. Huh. Never guessed that it was just a thing between me and 


her. 


Still staring at her face like a total doofus, a cough rips me out of my thoughts. 

‘Damn, |zz. Get a room for fucks sake: | hear Duff chuckle. 

| suddenly realize we are not alone in that diner. Right the opposite of that. 

We are standing in the middle of that place while every single fucker is staring at us like we are going to be 
the fucking dinner entertainment. Great. 

‘Yeah, dude. Let's head back. We've got shit to do! Slash slurs. 

‘And we've got to figure out where the fuck Axl disappeared to’ Duff adds. ‘We can't have him ditch the 


recoding tomorrow. You know what he's like: 


Shoving my hands into my denim jacket, | remember we were on our way back to get high. 

Damn, how did | even forget we've been out on the strip for scoring smack in the first place? That's the first 
time in years | actually had better things to do than shoot up as soon as possible. 

Still facing Jessy, | hear the guys getting up from the booth. 

‘Go ahead. l'm right behind you: | say without turning back to them. | can hear them scuffing towards the 
door. 

‘It was nice to meet you, Jessica’ | hear Duff's voice. 

‘Yeah, see you around: Stevie adds. 

Jessy waves at them. 

‘Nice to meet you too, guys. Bye: 

‘Who's that chick, man? | hear Slash mumbling towards Duff and Steven. | chuckle before | finally hear the bell 


and the guys are gone. 


Jessy's expression is sad, when she looks at me again. 

‘Uhm.. you gotta go, huh? She asks, her hands fumbling with the hem of her skirt. ‘It was really nice to see 
you again, lzz' 

God, she looks so crushed. | fight the urge to pull her into my arms again 

‘Yeah. | really need to find Axl. He's a drama queen sometimes: | say. ‘Uh.. you wanna meet later again to catch 
up? | hear myself ask. Damn, I'm not really sure if this is a good idea. But | don't wanna let her go. 


Her face lights up and she gives me a bright smile. 

‘Sure. I'm off at eleven thirty. You wanna go for a drink or meet up at your place?! 

| rub my neck awkwardly, not really knowing how to explain my housing situation. 

‘Yeah... see.. that's the thing.. | tell her. ‘Uhm. | don't have my own place yet. I'm kinda still living at a hotel 
She raises one of her perfectly shaped eyebrows. God, thats so fucking sexy. 

‘We've a rehearsal place down at the studio, but | really wanna meet up with you alone. | don't want to go 


through this jealousy shit with Axl again. You remember the last time he went crazy, right? 


She chuckles. Yeah, she knows exactly what I'm talking about. 
Reaching into the pocket of that ugly ass uniform, she pulls out her notepad and scribbles something down. 
She shoves that piece of paper into my hand, turning on her heels back towards the counter. 


‘That's my place. I'm home by midnight: She says, bending her head back to me with a wide smile full of dirty 
promises. ‘Don't make me wait: 


Damn. 


Fuck the drums 
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‘You seriously should consider showing up in school sometimes, if you ever want to graduate, dude. | said to 
Bill while tuning my guitar. 

He snorted. Yeah, figured. He never took things seriously. Especially when it came to school. 

‘For what exactly, man? I'll end up in detention anyway’ Bill says, stretching out on that crappy couch we found 
on that dump down the road. It took us hours to get it all the way to our garage. 


God, he was such a moron sometimes. | shrugged. Who the fuck was | to judge anyway, right? | wasn't exactly 
a role model either, but | was really trying to get things right. My goal was to graduate as soon as possible 
and the moment | would get that fucking certificate | was out of here. 


‘Whatever. You're never going to get out of here without that fucking piece of paper. The reverent will never 
let you leave without graduation. And you'll be stuck there for another fucking year, man‘ | said and sat down 
strumming a few chords. 

Bill snorted again. He was always acting like he didn’t give a fuck but | knew better. 

‘| don't fucking care what that fucker wants, Izz. It's just a question of time until he throws me out anyway- 
He said plainly. 

| knew how things were going down at the Bailey's house. Bill stayed over a lot at my place, crashing in the 
garage or sneaking in through the window once in a while. 

He got himself into a lot of trouble lately. Always trying to put on a fight with anyone who pissed him off, he 


was on the cop's radar. And in a small town like ours, it's not really a good thing to piss off the police. 


‘You should lay low, man: | said, watching him carefully. ‘You're going down a really dark road here’ 

He snorted again. God, seriously? It was like that fucker was totally immune to any kind of advice. | was sure 
this would get him into serious trouble sometime. 

If he kept acting that way he would land either in jail or in the loony bin. He was getting more and more 
choleric lately. Reverent Bailey wouldn't take this much longer. This was going to escalate soon. And he knew it 


for sure. 


‘God, Izz. Why do you keep strumming on that piece of shit? He changed the subject, rolling his eyes at me. 
‘You're a guitar player suddenly? Where the fuck is that coming from? 


Jackass. At least | was trying to write some shit down here. 

‘Thought it's easier to write songs on a guitar. | shrugged. ‘Sold the drum kit. 

His eyes went wide. 

‘And how are we going to get a drummer now? Fuck, he was getting mad. 

Knowing that | was the only one who could put up with his shit, | shrugged it off. 

Okay, maybe not the only one. Jessy was a pro on keeping Bill calm. | had no fucking clue how she did it, but 
when she was around he was mild as a dove. | had a strange feeling he was in love with her or shit. 


‘Fuck the drummer" | said. ‘| have a guitar now: 


Angry pushing his hair out of his face, he glared at me. 

‘Oh, you know what? That band sucks anyway. And you play like shit, man. You'll never be a guitar player. Why 
didn't you just stay on the drums? Fucking moron’ 

| held in strumming and glared back at him. | hated his fucking attitude. 

‘Well, fuck you Bill. It's not like you've got a wide choice of musicians around here! 

For a moment he frowned. Then he broke into a roaring laughter, curling into a ball on the couch. Yeah, that 
guy was slightly crazy sometimes. But | wasn't really normal either, right? 

So | just smiled at him. 


After a couple of minutes he got his shit together again 

‘What's up with Jessy? He suddenly asked. ‘ls she showing up today? 

‘Should be here any minute, man: | shrugged. ‘You're not talking to her or what? 

| wondered what was up with those two. They normally were pretty close and Bill used to hang at her place a 
lot. 

‘| don't know, man, She keeps turning me down. Only wants to hang with the two of us! 


He said. | blinked. What the fuck was going down between those two? Jessy and | hung out alone all the time. 


Right at that moment the garage door opened and Jessy got in, carrying a huge amount of records. 

‘Hey Izz. | brought my favorites.‘ She suddenly stopped when she saw Bill stretched out on the couch. ‘uhm. 
Hey Billy. 

Bill frowned. Shit. He was surely getting this. 

‘You didn't expect me to be here, Jess?” He said coldly. ‘You're hanging out alone with Izzy, listening to Led 
Zeppelin, being all cozy and shit? 

He was getting mad as fuck. Not good at all. | put my guitar down and turned to Bill 

‘Come on, man. You know it's not like that: | tried to smooth things down, having no intention to break out into 
a big fight with my best friend over my other best friend. That shit was ridiculous. 

‘Fuck you, man’ Bill yelled at me, turning to Jessy again. ‘And you: don't even consider crawling back to me 
when that fucker breaks your heart. And believe me, he will: 


With those last words he ran out of the garage and we didn't speak for more than three weeks. 


Spiral 
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Not bothering about pulling up my hoodie again, | keep walking down the strip. | am fucking pissed. People really 
shouldn't bother me right now, because this might end up into a fight again. | hate this. And | fucking hate 
people. Getting into the spot light and more and more noticed on the street, doesn't really help. | feel like a 


trapped animal sometimes. 


| angrily kick a trash can and earn a glare from some chicks that are walking past me. 

‘What the fuck are you looking at? | hiss at the tall blonde. 

They look ridiculous. What the hell happened around here? This used to be our home. We're on the road for 
two fucking years and suddenly everything's changed around here. The 80s are running out and I'm not really 


sure what the new decade will do to us. To the band. And especially to my friendship with Izzy. 


Izzy and | have been through a lot. We'd hit rock bottom and were on our way up to the top right now. | really 
can't imagine how my life would've turned out if he hadn't been around. He's always been the one thing | could 
rely on He'd always been there for me. At least as long as you don't piss him off or force him into shit. Then 


he would run off and you'll not see him again for weeks. That's how Izzy works. He's not good with regulations. 


| can accept that, knowing that he has to put up with my shit too. 

But seeing Jessy again really let me go head over heels the second time in my life. And watching Izzy taking 
her into his arms and whispering this cheesy nickname into her ear, really pissed me off. Big time. This shit 
was like high school all over again. 

Izzy was the all charming mysterious guy and | wasn't even noticed. | always ended up being the creepy 
redhead with the anger issues while Izzy took off with all the girls. God, | would hate that fucker if he wasn't 
my best friend. 


What upsets me even more is that the little encounter with Jessy throws me directly back into feeling like 
that unconfident jerk | was in high school. | buried that small town boy a long time ago. I'm the singer of Guns 
n Roses for fucks sake. 

Even if I'd never gotten any pussy in school, the chicks lined up for me now. 


Why the fuck does that girl get to me that deep? | thought I'd gotten over her a long time ago. 


| finally reach the rehearsal space we rented near the studio. 

This space makes me feel like home. It has the same rundown charm our old apartment had. Or the hell house. 
After hanging out in hotels and the tour bus for two years, | really miss a place | feel comfortable in 

lm not really sure if its a good thing but we are all looking for our own place now. With the payments coming 
in for Appetite, | suddenly can afford buying a place of my own. 

This feels so fucking weird. A couple of years ago | was nearly starving, crashing on different couches each 
night. Now I've enough money to buy me a place with a couple of bedrooms. Life turns out to be funny 


sometimes. 


Pushing at the heavy metal door, | reach to the right to switch on the light. | hope to get some fucking alone 
time until the guys show up here. And l'm sure they will. Only Slash and Duff already have their own place by 
now. The rest of us are mostly staying here or at the hotel. 

That place smells like booze and cigarettes. God, how | love that smell. It comforts me like anything else. 
There's just the smell of pussy missing. We all take the chicks to our hotel these days. | can't help but chuckle. 
We're getting old | guess. 


| stretch out on the couch, lighting myself a smoke when Izzy appears. Fuck. I'm not in the fucking mood to 
fight now. 

He walks in, stopping in front of the couch and looks down on me. Shaking his head for a couple of seconds, he 
just stares at me before he finally speaks up. 

‘What the hell was that all about? 

| try to ignore him, just smoking my cigarette, but he just keeps standing there staring at me. Damn fucker. 
‘Just leave me the fuck alone, man‘! simply say. He frowns, not taking his gaze off me. 

‘Please tell me we're not going through this shit again, dude. You want her? Just say so. I'm sick fighting over 


her! 


Clenching my fists | try really hard to keep my calm. | would love to punch that fucker right in the face. He 
has no fucking clue what he's talking about. She has always been into him. It was always about him. Damn, that 
still hurts like shit. 

Ard the worst part of that? | don't even think he fucking cares. 
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‘Where the fuck have you been? | haven't heard from you in days.’ Jessy yelled at me. 
Leaning at the fence to the schoolyard, | caught her after school. 
Pulling the cigarette from my lips, | smirked at her. 


‘You're worried, sweetheart? 


She slapped her books at me so | had to put my arms up in defense and grab them. God, | loved it when she 
acted like a lunatic. 


‘You wish. She glared at me. 'I just thought I'd never get back the ten bucks you still owe me: 


Crossing her arms in front of her chest, she tried to look tough. But | noticed the corners of her mouth 
twitching. She could never be mad at me for long. 

Staring at her lately improving cleavage, | smirked and tried to force my gaze back to her face. 

‘So you missed me, huh?" | asked. 

‘Yeah. Kinda. And I've no idea why: She rolled her eyes. ‘What have you been up to? You haven't been to school 
lately: 


| put my arm around her shoulders, walking her home. 

‘tm not coming back. I'm not graduating anyway. Missed out too much, | guess: | said plainly. She threw me a 
concerned look. 

‘Seriously? What are you going to do?! 

‘Don't know. Need to find a place to crash first: | wiggled my eyebrows at her. ‘You haven't got free space in 
your bed by chance, have ya? 

She slapped me playfully, laughing at my silly question 


That was how it usually went down. I'd make funny and suggestive comments, she would turn them down like | 
was just making fun of her. 

We never really talked about that encounter at Izzy's garage. It had been weird for a couple of days but finally 
| told her it just sucked we didn't hang out anymore. 

So we just did again. And it was all good. Until Izzy announced he'd split as soon as he'd get his diploma. 


‘So where have you been? She asked again. Damn, she wouldn't let this go. 

‘Detention cell at the Sherriff's office: | shrugged, flipping my cigarette to the ground. 

Her eyes went wide. 

‘What..why..how?' She stuttered. ‘What the fuck did you do this time? 

| pushed my hair out of my face, trying to watch her from the corner of my eyes. 

‘Nothing... seriously. This time | didn't do anything and those fuckers kept giving me shit: | tried to explain. She 
frowned. 

‘Yeah, sure. Trouble with the cops again, Billy?" Damn, she knew me too well. 

‘Fuck. You've no idea what its like: | let out a frustrated groan. ‘Those fuckers always hit on me thinking I'm a 
fucking chick. And as soon as they notice I'm a guy, they're giving me shit. | fucking hate this town: 

No lie. Those fucking cops had it in for me. 

‘Some day you'll get yourself into serious trouble, Billy’ She said and shook her head. | knew she was worried, 
That kinda made me smile. 


When we reached her house she opened the front gate and turned back to me. | didn't move a bone. She raised 
one of her eyebrows. 
‘You're not coming in or what? Got something better to do? 


‘Nah, | don't know. You know your dad hates my guts. | better take off: | said. 


‘Oh, fuck him. He's off to work anyway. Come on in. You can sneak out of the window later: She said and took 


my hand, pulling me inside. 


We hung out on her bed, listening to our favorite songs and talking about random shit. 

Those were the moments | enjoyed the most. Spending time with Jessy doing nothing but comforting each 
other. I'd lay down, resting my head in her lap while she braided my hair and made me look like a total goofball. 
| didn't care. As long as she kept touching me. 


‘Izzy is really skipping town next week, isn't he? She suddenly said with a trembling voice. 

Fuck. This all had been too good to be true. She had to bring up Izzy again. It always went on like this. 

| rolled my eyes. 

‘Yeah. Can't blame him, ya know? I'd go myself if I'd the chance: | said. 

Then | noticed tears in her eyes. Shit. 

‘You're not sad about this at all? She sniffed. ‘I will fucking miss him. And | worry about him. This is Los 
Angeles we're talking about: 

| shrugged. 

‘He's smart. And he's a good songwriter. He'll make it | said, never doubting Izzy's writing skills. | was sure he'd 
find a band to work with. 

‘You think he'd change his mind if | told him how | feel about him?! She suddenly said. 


What the fuck? Where did that suddenly come from? | blinked and sat up, looking at her. 

‘No way.. How?.." | couldn't find a clear thought. But then | got fucking angry. ‘You better keep your mouth shut 
about this shit. Cause Izzy would go anyway and you'll be embarrassed like hell, being left behind in fucking 
Lafayette with a broken heart. Better get this straight into your head, girl. Izzy is never going to be more to 
you than a friend: 


H\'s a date 
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Rushing towards my place after work, | almost regret inviting Izzy over. What the hell was | thinking? My 
apartment looks like shit and | don't have any time left to clean up. 

Walking up the filthy alley | suddenly panic. God, was this really a good idea? 

We haven't seen each other in ten years. | have no fucking clue who that guy is anymore. All| know about him 


I've read in magazines. But | have to admit I'm really curious to find out what he's been up to all those years. 


When | reach the front door to my apartment building, Izzy's already there. He's leaning against the wall, a 
cigarette dangling from his lips. When he sees me he gives me a smirk. Damn, this is exactly how | remember 
him. He still has that special charm, that spark that made me go crazy for him. But he's grown up now. And 
sexy as hell. 


| give him a smile while | pull the keys out of my purse. 

‘Wow, | didn't expect you to be on time. Being all rockstar, you know? | tease him. 

‘| have a watch. And just for the record: Bill was the one being late all the time. He jokes, flipping away his 
cigarette. 

He follows me into the crappy building. There's a homeless guy sleeping in the stairway right between the first 
and second floor. His name is Bob. He's a nice guy. The people around let him in all the time. | reach into my 


purse and pull out a Styrofoam box, putting it down right in front of him. 


Izzy throws me a weird look. Yeah. | know. This place is rundown and smells like shit. But it's all | can afford. 
He's probably used to much better places than this. But he seems strangely cool about it. 

‘You bring him leftovers? That's really nice, you know?" He says. 

‘He's a nice guy. | can't stand the thought of him being hungry while we dump a lot of food at the diner: | 
shrug. ‘It's just not right: 

| feel a little awkward inviting him to this dump and hesitate opening the door for a second, turning to face 
him. 

‘tm really sorry inviting you to this shithole. | just moved here: | smile at him awkwardly. ‘Its cheap, you 
know?" | add as if this explains why | chose this place to live in 


Izzy shrugs, giving me an indefinable look. 


‘God, girl. Won't you just shut up?" He says, reaching out to push at the door. ‘You've no idea how I'd been 
living before this whole record thing happened. | still can't believe this shit: 

| blink. Wow. | guess | never expected Izzy to have a hard time too, when he first got to LA. 

‘Seriously? | just thought... | don't know. It's been a long time: | simply say. 

‘Yeah. I've been living in a storage room with Axl for some time. And with Slash. We've been through pretty 
much shit before all of this happened‘ He says while | reach for the light switch. 


Standing directly in the middle of my so called living room, he looks around. | take off my coat and turn to the 
kitchen unit to make some coffee. 

‘Wow. | love what you've done with the place. It really looks cozy and shit: He says. 

| raise an eyebrow, wondering if he was serious about this. 

‘Really. It's nice. We didn't have any furniture for some time’ He chuckles and takes off his denim jacket along 
with his cap. | can't help staring at him for a second as he tries to straighten his messy hair. God, | used to 
love that hair. 

He already had that grungy style back in high school, but today its way more sexy. The black skinny pants fit 
him perfectly and | can't help noticing his fine ass. Under his jacket he is wearing a black and grey patterned 
button down shirt, left open only to be tied up in height of his navel. God, he looks so damn delicious l'm almost 


drooling. 


| keep myself busy preparing the mugs for the coffee without saying anything. There are a million questions 
running through my head but | have no clue how to start asking. 

When the coffee is ready | hand him a mug, noticing his hands are slightly trembling. 

So the rumors are true, huh? Either drugs or booze. | keep looking at him for a moment. Knowing Izzy I'd say 


both. | wasn't wrong to worry about him all along. 


‘So, what have you been up to all those years? Spill, freckles. He says with a grin, sipping on his coffee. I'm not 
really sure what to tell him. 

‘After you left? | kept hanging out with Billy for a while until he bailed on me too! | say with a shrug. ‘Then? 
Graduated. Went to college. Got married. Dropped out of college. Ended up here: | spill out the events of the 
last ten years in nearly ten seconds. 

His eyes widen and he glances around the place again 

‘You're married?" 

‘WAS married, most likely. It's complicated | shrug again. ‘Met him in college. He went to med school, | was 
ordered to stay home to raise the babies: 


| chuckle as Izzy almost chokes on his coffee. 

‘Babies? You've got kids? He asks wide-eyed. 

‘Nah, never happened. It didn't turn out as expected. So | ended up here: | try to shrug off the worst part of 
my marriage. Nothing | like to discuss with my high school sweetheart. What should | tell him anyway? That 
my husband tried to rape me when | finally decided to leave him? And that | might have accidently killed him? 
Yeah. That's something to brag about. 


‘Wow. | never thought you were the marrying kind’ Izzy joked, pulling a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket. He 


raises his eyebrow questioning. | nod and he lights up a smoke. 

‘Yeah, what did you expect? l'm a small town girl’ | snort. ‘You guys ran away to be rockstars. What should | 
have done to get out of that fucking town?! 

He nods, taking a drag on his cigarette. | know he gets it. 


‘What about you? | ask him. ‘How come you really ended up as a rockstar? 

Izzy blinks like he can't believe l'm asking this. 

‘You really doubted me? He asks, seeming a little offended. 

‘| don't know: | say, drowning the rest of my coffee. ‘The band wasn't really that good, you know? You didn't 
even have a real band: 

He smiles at me, pushing a few streaks of his hair out of his face. 

‘Yeah, | guess you're right! He says, taking a last drag on his smoke before dumping it in the ashtray. ‘Life in 
LA wasn't really what | expected. You know I'm not really the working kind of guy. So | dealt a little for making 
the rent. This actually turned out to be a good thing: | met a lot of people: 


Why wasn't | surprised Izzy dealt for a living? He used to sell weed back in high school. 

| look at him again. He's fumbling with a piece of paper. Probably from his pack of cigarettes. 

| notice that light trembling of his fingers again and get up to grab two glasses and the bottle of whiskey from 
the cabinet. 

‘Really, 122? A good thing? | ask while filling the glass in front of him. He throws me a thankful smile. ‘So it's 
really true what they say? You're on the hard shit now? 

| don't know why | ask this. Its none of my business anyway. But all those things | worried about when he left 


came true. He's like a totally different person nowadays. 


He takes a sip of his whiskey. 

‘|| don't really wanna talk about this shit. It's complicated’ He says coldly, right before he puts a seductive 
smile on his face. ‘You better tell me why | never noticed that you're so damn pretty, freckles. | was a moron 
in high school, right? 

| can't help but chuckle. 

‘Don't tell me you never noticed | had a huge crush on you? | admit in surprise. 

He awkwardly rubs his neck with his right hand. 

‘Yeah, you know.. it never came up. With Billy being in love with you and shit! He snorts. ‘Would've been a dick 
move anyway’ 

| nearly choke on my drink. The whiskey burns in my throat. Izzy softly claps my back as | cough hard. 
‘What? No way! | cry out. ‘He never said a word! 


‘Neither did you: He said with a smirk on his face. 


| feel the whiskey warming my body. Or is it Izzy's stare. I've no fucking clue. 

But | suddenly get it. The way he's looking at me is making me dizzy. 

He's up for sex. God, yeah. 

I'm getting aroused just thinking about it. I've dreamed about this all through high school. 


Finally this dream will come true. And he's even hotter now than he was back then. 


He looks into my eyes. His hand, still resting on my back, travels its way up over my arm to cup my face. | 
can see him smile as his thumb softly caresses my cheek 

‘God, you're fucking beautiful. | can't believe | never saw that: He whispers but | don't really get it. | can't quit 
staring at his lips. 

It feels like forever until he presses his lips on mine. Softly sucking, his tongue demands entrance and when | 
part my lips to meet him, | suddenly can't think straight anymore. Feeling like a fucking teenager, making out on 
the couch, | totally give in to his kiss. 

And what a great kisser he is. 


‘Tell me what you want: he says, his voice gruff, husky. 

‘| want you. | say breathlessly. God, yes. Please let him touch me already. 

Something inside him seems to snap because suddenly he grabs my waist, pulling me close to him. 

| straddle him as his mouth presses against mine desperately. | pull at his shirt, feeling his soft velvet skin, as 
he holds in for a moment to strip it off. 

His hand wanders up my skirt caressing my inner thigh, higher and higher until it rests on top of my panties. 


When he strokes me there, my mind seems to unhinge for a moment and everything swirls around me. 


‘Soaking wet, he says in a hoarse voice and without another word, he touches the hem of my panties. Pushing 
it aside, his fingers enter my wet folds. My level of arousal shoots through the roof. | feel him tearing off my 
dress roughly. He's just as impatient as | am. 

His mouth is sucking my nipple. I'm arching into him. The bulge of his erection presses against my thigh and his 
hand is beginning to do wicked things to me. 

‘tm gonna make you come. He whispers in my ear, sucking on my earlobe. | can't wait much longer. 

‘Yes: | agree, fumbling his belt to release his hard cock. 

| can barely remember my own name as he pushes inside me fast and hard, taking me toward a higher climax 
than I've ever experienced. 

‘Oh god: | groan during this mind-blowing orgasm. 

‘I'm good, but l'm not that good’ He chuckles. 


Going down 
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| wake up with a tremor. Shit. Did | really fall asleep? 

For a moment | stare into the dark room, letting my eyes adjust to the darkness. The memories of the night 
come slowly to my mind and | can't help but smile. Damn, who fucking knew that "freckles" would be a wild sex 
kitten between the sheets? 

After the first quick encounter on the couch in her living room, we eventually took it to the bedroom for 


repeating it a couple of times. 


Even if its dark as fuck in the room, | can spot her pale figure beside me. She's barely covered by the bed 
sheet. I'm not quite sure if | want to stay. Spending the night at a chick's place is not what | do. | don't do 
relationships. And that's how it turns out in the end if you spend the night at a chick's place. 

But this is different. | wonder if it was a smart idea to hook up with Jessy. She used to be my friend. There's 
just no way I'd sneak out in the middle of the night without leaving a note at least. 


| let out a quiet sigh and clench my trembling hands into fist. Yeah, whatever good intention | had five seconds 
ago, its over as soon as | crave for some dope. 

Silently sneaking out of the bed | look for my pants. | find a track of my clothes on the way back to the living 
room. 

While | jump into my pants, | grab the bottle of Jack from the table and take a big gulp as soon as I've closed 
my belt. Damn, this feels fucking weird. 

Normally I'd just grab my shit and take off. 


Snatching the pack of cigarettes off the coffee table, | reconsider my intuitively urge of bolting. Should | wake 
her up? This is even weirder, right? 

Lighting my smoke, | glance around the place to find a notepad or something, | find one in a pocket of that ugly 
ass waitress uniform she was wearing earlier. 

That leaves the question what to write? | never did this shit before. 

"Thanks for the fuck Have a nice life"? A little harsh | guess. And | seriously want to see her again 

"Thanks for this epic night. Can't wait seeing you again"? Nah, way to desperate. 

| run my hand through my messy hair. Shit. | can make up lyric and put together a rockin’ song. But I'm not 
capable of writing a simple note? How the fuck did | even manage to graduate high school? 


| come up with some simple and harmless words that imply l'm not running away and leave the option of seeing 


each other again. 
So | scribble them down on the notepad and leave it on the coffee table. 
"Had to bail for recording. Hope to do this again some time." Perfect. 


Putting on my jacket, | grab my cap and the bottle of Jack. I'm sure Jessy will forgive me for taking it. 
Quietly | leave the apartment, heading down the stairs. When | reach that sleeping homeless guy, | take a last 
sip before putting the half full bottle down in front of him. Yeah. Cheers, buddy. Jessy is a fucking saint for 
bringing him food but | know exactly what a guy like him is craving for. 

| take a look at my watch. Almost six am. 

I'm way too early for the recording session but | head towards the studio anyway. Maybe I'll be able to shoot 
up at the bathroom and get some rest at the rehearsal studio before the guys show up for recording. l'm 


fucking craving for some brown right now. 


When | reach the place, | push at the big iron door, my hand searching for the light switch. 

As soon as | switch it on, | hear a loud groan. Fuck. There's still someone here. I'm kinda bummed. | just wanted 
to get high and be left alone. 

‘Damn, fucker’ | hear Axl groan again before | spot him lying on the couch. He rubs his eyes sleepily. What the 
fuck is he still doing over here? 

‘God, dude. Why are you sleeping here? | ask him. 

He sits up, resting his forearms on his knees, running a hand through his messy hair. 

| notice his eyes are red and puffy. Was he fucking crying earlier? 

There's an empty bottle beside the couch. Shit. Axl being depressed and drinking all by himself isn't a good sign 


He still doesn't answer my question and just lights himself a smoke. 

| wonder what this shit is all about. He is acting totally psycho right now. 

‘What happened, man? | try again. ‘You're okay?" 

Axl looks up to me with a weird look on his face. This scares the shit out of me. I've never seen him like that 
before. 

He takes a drag on his cigarette, blowing out a blue ring of smoke. 

‘You tell me: He simply says. 

What the fuck is he talking about? I'm starting to get pissed. Seriously. This is crazy shit. 

And I've got fucking better things to do than watching Axl playing depressed again 


‘What the hell, man? Just spill what the fuck is wrong with you. I've got better things to do: | tell him annoyed. 
‘You've been with her, right? He asks, looking at me seriously. 

| frown. Why is he even asking shit like this? 

‘Who? Jessy? | shrug. ‘Yeah, met her at her place last night: 

As soon as the words leave my mouth | know it was wrong. Damn, why can't | just keep my mouth shut for 
once? 

Axl seems calm on the outside. But | can see a vein pulsing on the side of his neck. Fuck. This is bad. And l'm 
not even sure what | did to upset him like that. 


| wait for him to explode any second but he just stares at me. 


‘You fucked her?” He asks. 

‘|.what is this all about, man? | asked you point blank if you wanted her: | spit at him. This shit is ridiculous. 
‘Besides. you never minded sharing before: 

You know that thing people have that tells them they're doing something wrong or pushing too far? Yeah, | 
don't have one of these. 


Within a nanosecond Axl jumps me, tackles me down to the floor and puts his fist into my face. Huh, didn't see 
that coming at all. 

| hear a cracking sound and for a second | wonder if this was my nose or Axl's fist. The answer comes to me 
when a wave of blood shoots from my nose all over the place, followed by a sharp pain in my face. Did the 
fucker just break my nose? 

Holding my face in my palms, | try to blink the upcoming tears away. Fuck. This hurts like hell. 


Axl is still sitting on top of me, looking at me in shock. 

‘What the..? You're fucking nuts or what? | mumble gruffly through my hands. 

He still stares down at me. My shirt and my jacket are soaked with blood and there are blood stains on his 
pants too. For a moment he looks at his hands and tries to wipe them on his shirt. 

‘|....God, this wasn't... | didn't mean to." Axl stutters, not capable of getting together a simple sentence. Yeah, | 
get it. He's sorry. But this doesn't explain why he goes all medieval on me because of a chick. Even if that 


chick is Jessy. 


‘Get the fuck off me, asshole: | cry out, pushing him hard. 

Axl rolls off me, still looking at me in shock. 

| stand up while he still sits on the floor, wiping his hands on his shirt. 

‘You know what, dude? | hiss at him, ignoring my squeaking voice caused by my broken nose. ‘I'm sick of 
putting up with your shit. This is your way showing you're grateful | always backed you up? Well, thanks. | 


couldn't care less: 
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Axl 


My backpack hit the ground, followed by a huge suitcase that probably contained all of my miserably 
belorgings. 

‘You're a worthless disappointment of a son, William! Stephen yelled while he tossed more and more of my shit 
out of the door. ‘This is it. Never even think about coming back here. This ain't your home anymore: 

He added dramatically and slammed the door shut with a bang. 


Great. | guess | was homeless now. 


Standing in the middle of the snow-covered front yard with bare feet, | couldn't hold back my anger anymore. 
‘Fuck you Stephen! | yelled, knowing he would hear me inside. You think that's some kind of retribution? l'm 
fucking glad to be out of this shithole. Living with you motherfucker was like burning in hell: 

| could see the curtains moving. He was watching me. 


Damn, it was fucking cold. Winters in Lafayette used to be cold and really long, 


Looking for my boots, | stumbled through the front yard. 

Mrs. Grand, one of our nosy neighbors, was already standing on her porch trying to figure out what was going 
on here. 

When | found the first boot, | tried to put it on while balancing on one leg. Mrs. Grand's eyes were still focused 
on me. | snorted. That nosy bitch was a pain in the ass. Always enjoying the show at the Bailey's house. 

Finally putting on the other boot, | grabbed my shit and turned to get away. 


| had no fucking regrets. Even if that meant sleeping under a bridge. Living with these people for years had 
been a fucking hell. 
But | felt bad for my siblings. Amy and Stuart would have to take the reverend's shit from now on. Normally 


he'd been taking it out on me all the time because he fucking hated me. | was sure of that. 


Mad as fuck | shuffled down the street. Now that Izzy was gone, there was just one place | could go to: 
Jessy's. 


As usual, | climbed onto the roof of the garage to get to her window. 

Her parents weren't home often but | sneaked in anyway because her father fucking hated me. 

| knocked on her window and tried to warm my hands with my breath. 

‘Come on Jess! It's fucking freezing out here: | said to myself, banging on the window again. 

She frowned when she noticed me and let me in. 

‘Damn, Billy. What are you doing here? It's almost ten. | have school tomorrow: She rolled her eyes. | always 
thought that was fucking sexy. 

| took off my boots and hopped on the bed, while she closed the window. 

‘Fucker threw me out! | said plainly. 


‘What? Her eyes widened in shock. ‘Seriously? It's fucking winter: 


She frowned when she saw me shrug. 

‘What did you do? Jessy asked, placing her hands on her hips. 

| pulled a face. 

‘Got into trouble again. Nothin’ new: 

‘Seriously, Billy. What did you do this time? He didn't throw you out for no reason’ She said, trying to stare me 
down. 

Admitting that | screwed up again was hard. Maybe that was the reason she never saw me the way she saw 
Izzy. | was always the fuck up. | never got things right. There was no way | would ever succeed at something. 
Bill Bailey was a loser. 

‘Remember that Harris' bitch? She and Amy got into a fight. When | tried to talk her out of reporting that 
shit to the parents, things got worse: Taking a deep breath, | pushed my hair out of my face to look at Jessy. 
‘| might end up with an assault beef this time: 


Jessy shook her head, obviously not believing what | just said. 

‘Shit. | knew it! She suddenly cried out angrily. ‘| knew you'd get yourself into trouble like that. What the fuck 
did you do to her? 

‘What? You really think that low of me? Damn, Jessy. | never even touched that bitch. | couldn't help feeling 
offended. 

Jessy shook her head again. 

‘No... | mean.. Oh hell, Billy. This is really serious. What are you gonna do now?" 


‘Can | crash here? | asked with a grin, putting that topic down. ‘| know you can't sleep if I'm 

not around’ 

She rolled her eyes again. Damn, fucking sexy. 

‘Sure. But you're gone in the morning: She said, crawling into the bed. ‘If my dad finds out, I'll be grounded until 


graduation: 


| took off my shirt, leaving my pants on, before | joined Jessy under the blanket. She cuddled up to me, resting 
her head on my shoulder as | pulled her close to me. 

We'd done this before. And it broke my heart every single time to know that she didn't feel the same way 
about me like | felt about her. 


‘He stopped calling, you know? | heard her mumble at my shoulder. Her fingers were playing with my hair. 

| gritted my teeth. That girl was fucking unbelievable. Every time | got her into my arms, she ruined things. | 
was damn aware of who she was talking about: 

‘Who? | asked anyway. 

‘zz, you moron’ She slapped my playfully. ‘| don't think he's fine, Billy. I'm worried. What if we never see him 
again?" 

‘Nah, | think he's fine. I'm sure he'll be back some day: | said and caressed her arm to calm her down, only to 
feel worse myself. 

Being so close to her was torture. Now that | was practically homeless, | knew | really needed to get out of 


this fucking town. | wondered if Jessy would even miss me the way she missed Izzy. 


Aftershock 
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‘You did what?! Roxy cries out so loud, a couple of guests turn their heads toward us, while we try to look 
busy behind the diner's counter. 

‘| slept with him: | confirm quietly again, grabbing the coffee pot to avoid Roxy's stare. 

‘Seriously? She asks again. ‘You're not shitting me? Izzy fuckin’ Stradlin?’ 

‘| guess. It's weird he's a rockstar now, right?" | say like | expect her to understand. 

Roxy just keeps staring at me. 

‘I's weird that you seem to be the only one not to notice that fact. God, every girl would give her right arm 
to fuck him: 

| know she is right, but | still can't forget the boy | fell in love with. Even if that had been a lifetime ago. 
Waking up alone in the morning, surely put things straight. Izzy was the rockstar and | was just a small town 
girl with a crush. 

Damn, what was | thinking hooking up with him? 


‘Its just.. you know? | try to explain. ‘I've slept in his bed, I've cuddled up to him more than once. He was my 
best friend for years. | had a huge crush on him during high school. This is fucked up, right? I'm not some 
school girl anymore: 

Roxy raises one of her eyebrows. 

‘What's up with that singer? Axl Rose? You did him too” She asks and | slap her arm, feeling a little offended. 
‘No! Damn, girl. Like I'm some fucking groupie: | pull a face. 

‘td totally do him. He's fucking hot: Roxy swoons. | roll my eyes. 

‘Yeah. You totally would. He was my friend too. We were pretty close. But more like buddies, you know?" | 
chuckle. ‘He looked different back then | have to admit: He's way prettier nowadays: 


Roxy grabs the pot of coffee from my hands and walks towards the few occupied tables to fill 
up the guest's mugs again, while | grab the dirty dishes. 

| walk back to the kitchen, leaving the dishes there. Wondering how in hell | managed to fuck 

up my life like that, | hold on for a minute to take a deep breath. 

What is the meaning of that mysterious note anyway? Is he going to call me? See me again? 


Hell, this had been a really bad idea This is like high school all over again 


‘Oh my fucking god. They're here again... Roxy storms into the kitchen, breathlessly. ‘Your table: 

Before | even get what she is talking about, she is gone again. Through the open door | try to catch a glance 

who Roxy is talking about. 

Rick, the cook, rings the bell and | flinch. 

‘Dammit, Rick! | cry out at him but he just laughs at me. Yeah, | get it. | must look ridiculous, spying through 
the kitchen door. 

| grab the plates for table five and decide to just keep doing my job. When | leave the kitchen, Roxy is wiping 

the counter, staring at the guys that just came in. 

‘If you keep wiping that spot you'll leave a hole in the counter, Roxy. | swear: | hiss as | pass her on my way 


to table five. 


| know exactly why she's acting that way, when | see a head with a huge amount of dark curls. Shit. The Guns 
w Roses guys are back. 

My heart skips a beat and | feel my cheeks blushing. This feels so freaking awkward. What in hell should | 
possibly say to Izzy now? 

| drop the plates at their destination and turn towards the rockstar's table. On my way over there | realize 
there are just two of them sitting there. 

Duff, the tall blonde guy and Slash, the lead guitarist. | wonder if anyone ever saw that guy's face behind that 


amount of hair. 


When | reach the table, Duff gives me a bright smile. Damn, that guy is handsome. | bet he's a heartbreaker. 
‘Hey, guys: | give them a welcoming smile. ‘What can | get you? 

‘Hey. Jessy, right? Izzy's friend? He greets me. 

‘Right! | nod. ‘You two are having dinner alone? | ask, trying to find out what's up with Izzy. 

Slash snorts, flipping a cigarette to his mouth. | frown, wondering what the hell is up with that guy. 

‘Yeah. Axl and Izzy are.. uhm.. working things out | guess! Duff says. 

| have no clue what he's talking about, so | just nod. 

Slash snorts again and chuckles. | think he's watching me through his hair but lim not sure though. 


‘You get this shit, man?” Slash suddenly says to Duff. ‘| mean, she's hot, but her tits are kinda small: 

What the fuck is that dude talking about? Is he talking about me? | just stare at him as he gives me a sleazy 
grin, his cigarette still dangling from his lips. 

‘Shut up, fucker’ Duff snarls at him before he turns to smile at me again. ‘Don't listen to him. He's fucking 
hammered: 

| can't believe this. Had Izzy been talking about me? 

Slash grabs some napkins and throws them at Duff. | frown again. Are we back in kindergarten or what is going 
on here? 

‘Hammered my ass!’ Slash slurs. ‘This shit is just fucking ridiculous. Axl knocking down |zz because of this 
chick? He snorts again. What is this snorting all about? 

| throw Duff a confused look. 

‘What is he even talking about? Why.. what happened? | stutter. 


Duff takes a deep breath, running a hand over his face before he stares down Slash. | guess he just said too 
much, huh? 

‘lzzy mentioned you two hooking up last night: Duff says and | blush a little. Damn, | normally don't blush at all 
This hadn't happened since high school. ‘Axl lost it and knocked him down‘ 

My jaw drops. Why on earth would he do something like that? 

‘Why? Uhm... what..is he okay? | can't think straight. 

‘He broke his nose’ Duff explains. ‘God, you guys have some serious issues, girl. You should better set things 
straight. Because who fucking knows what's Axl's gonna do next?! 


| have no idea how to respond. What was wrong with those guys? Especially talking about Billy. It seemed that 
Axl Rose and Bill Bailey were two really different people. 

‘| don't... | barely spoke to him: | say, waving my hands furiously. ‘Hell, | don't even know 

him anymore: 

Duff shrugs but | don't miss the serious look on his face. 

‘tm just saying, girl. That guy has some really dark feelings buried deep down. And even 


Izzy has no clue how to handle him when these things crawl back to the surface: 
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| pound on the heavy iron door and wonder if anyone can hear me over the steady beat of music. Pressing my 
hand to the door, | can feel the bass from the inside. 

| pull my coat tight around me, my legs are numb with cold. At some point tonight, | had been convinced black 
fishnet thigh highs and a miniskirt were a good idea. This is a rock concert after all, right? 


‘If that's not the opening band, I'm gonna kill you Roxy glares at me, taking my arm and pulling my coat sleeve. 
‘Come on, we have to get to the front entrance: 

‘No, we don't have any tickets. He said we should get through the stage entrance: | shake my head and try to 
shake her off. 

‘This is all your fault, Jessy: She says, stomping her feet. 

‘Excuse me? You forgot who's getting you backstage into a Guns 'n' Roses concert in the first place? She's 
fucking kidding me right? 

Duff came into the diner the other day to invite us to their concert. He said Izzy is really looking forward to 
seeing me again. l'm not sure what to make out of this. | haven't seen Izzy for days now. Why wouldn't he just 
come and invite me himself? That feels fucking weird. 


‘Yeah, and now l'm totally wound up about it and we're stuck outside. Great! Roxy snorts and gets my mind 
back to the topic. Right, we're pissing each other off. 

| cross my arms over my chest and glare at her. 

‘Well, I'm not the one who took an hour and a half deciding which tramp wear would be best to attract the 
guys’ attention: | say and take a look at her tiny outfit again 

‘Oh please! Her crossed arms mirroring mine. ‘Like you went for something casual. You look like a fucking 


groupie.’ 


| hear the door open with a squeaking noise right before | see it from the corner of my eyes. 

Then Slash's curly head appears. 

‘Thank god: | mumble to myself, wondering for how long I'd have been able keep up with Roxy before we'd have 
start pulling each other's hair out. 

‘Ladies. He says with a smirk, holding the door for us to enter. 

| can see his head move as Roxy passes him, flipping her hair. God, this is such a cliché. | can't see Slash's 


eyes but | bet they are on Roxy's ass right now. 


‘Izzy's already waiting for you: | hear Slash following me, as we walk into the dark backstage area 

‘Where is he? | ask as we wait for him to show us where to go. 

‘We're about to go up on stage now: Slash says, shaking his curly head. ‘Things aren't good between Axl and 
Izzy. Better you'll see him after the show. Axl might flip again’ 

While he pulls two laminated passes out of his back pocket, | can't help feeling like Roxy is right. | look like a 
fucking groupie and now I'm even treated like one. This doesn't feel right at all. 

Tugging the lanyard over my head, | notice Roxy flirting with Slash. At least one of us is glad to be a groupie 
tonight. 


Slash doesn’t stop grinning as Roxy fumbles the zipper of his leather jacket. He's shirtless underneath and Roxy 
always finds a way to trace her finger over his bare chest. All by accident, of course. Oh, man. She is really 
good at this. | roll my eyes. 

She should stop this shit if she ever wants that fucking concert to start. 

| grab her arm and pull at her. 


‘Come on, slut. We need to get to the front row. You can do him later: | chuckle when she glares at me. 


After getting us some beer at the bar, Roxy and | shove ourselves towards the front row. The place is packed 
and it's not easy to get anywhere near the stage. So we finally give in and show our backstage passes to some 
security guy at the side entrance. 

He lets us pass and we find a nice space right between stage and audience. No other people pushing at us and 
the best view in the house. | can't help feeling a little privileged, when | hear other people mumbling "Look. 
Those girls have backstage passes." 

A bright smile appears on my face. Slutty my ass! If that's how rockbands treat their girls, I'll be happy to 


call myself a groupie then 


When the light is dimmed, | suddenly get nervous. I've seen the guy's music videos on MTV. But I've no fucking 
idea what to expect of a live show. All | remembered from Lafayette, was Billy dancing and screaming like a 
lunatic while Izzy shred on his guitar. 

Not really something | could imagine recorded professionally sometime. But it somehow happened and here they 
are: Guns ‘n’ fucking Roses! 

‘You've ever seen them play?" | ask Roxy, who's already living in LA for some time now. 

‘Yeah, couple of years back at the troubadour. They were already hot back then: She yells out the last 


sentence when suddenly Slash's intro of "Welcome to the jungle" blows out of the speakers. 


And then it happens: Lights are flashing, drums setting in and | hear a screaming voice when Billy jumps on 
stage, lasciviously circling his hips. My jaw drops. 

Damn, | had no fucking idea that he could move like that: 

I've already noticed this at the diner a couple of days ago, but now | know for sure: There is nothing left of 
William Bailey. That guy on stage is 100% Axl Rose. And he is sexy as hell 

| barely recognize him wearing super tight black leather pants and a white leather jacket. His strawberry 


blonde hair is tamed by a blue bandana. 


How in hell did that weird hick from Lafayette - Indiana transform into this sexy rockstar? 


| force myself to look away. Turning my head to my right side, | can't help but chuckle. Roxy is almost drooling 
in front of the stage. Her eyes pinned on Slash. 

None of us can see his eyes but I'm pretty sure he's watching her as she tugs on her shirt to expose even 
more cleavage as already shown. 

Dealing with horny Roxy is more than | can take. She might jump him right on stage any minute. | feel like 


fucking sixteen again. 


Izzy's on the other side of the stage but | can feel his eyes burning on me. Damn, he looks hot up there. 
Standing there, he still looks like the coolest guy on earth. Just like the day | met him, it takes just one look at 
him and | behave like a lovesick teenager. Wearing red leather pants and a black jacket he's looking so damn 
sexy. 

| suddenly can't wait this concert to be over because | want to get backstage and put my fingers on him again 
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| take a step back towards my amp, taking a cigarette. First time in my life | don't really feel like playing. 

My fucking nose hurts and every time | look at Axl, I just want to knock him out. This isn't working. That thing 
with Jessy? | can remember this was way easier back in high school, when we were all friends. Probably 
because | wasn't interested back then. 


| shouldn't have hooked up with her. This had been a real bad idea. 


She's standing in front of the stage with her bottle blonde friend, right at Slash's place. 

| can't take my eyes off her. Damn, she looks hot. Memories of her long auburn hair slightly covering her pale 
soft skin appear before my eyes. My dick twitches and | curse my dealer for the crappy dope he got me. | am 
way too sober for this shit. 

This isn't going anywhere. 


| have to admit: That night has been great. She's the best fuck buddy I've ever had. Even after almost ten 
years | have this feeling like | still know her inside out. That feels great. But there's a catch to it. I'm not 
exactly boyfriend material. | don't do relationships. And Jessy's the kind of girl who doesn’t do occasional sex. 
Not speaking of the Axl issue, the touring issue and the drug issue I'll come up with. Yeah, I'm pretty much 
everything else but boyfriend material. 

But who's complaining, huh? 


Axl is great, like always. Dancing and circling his hips like an animal. The chicks love it. Funny that this guy 
couldn't get it on back in high school. He was such a hick back then. Sometimes he still is. But not on stage. 
Every time he frees the animal, the audience goes crazy. They truly love him. 

| envy that. He gives people shit and still they seem to worship him. 

Fumbling my amp, | try to make up an excuse for hiding behind Duff. Like | said: | don't feel like playing tonight. 


So | hope this gig is gonna be over soon. 


And somehow | managed to get through this. 


As soon as we played the encore, | rush off the stage towards the dressing room. | know l'm acting like a 


pussy but l'm avoiding Axl. 

He's got his own room. This pisses me off even more. Who died and made him the fucking king here? Don't get 
me wrong, I'm pissed that he broke my nose. But | get it. Maybe | even deserved it a little. But the real 
problem here is that he's acting like he owns this fucking band. And he's not even running it properly. He 
doesn't show up for practice, he gets his own fucking car or his own dressing room. This is not the way this 


should work. 


‘Hey, you saw your chick out there? | hear Slash as he enters the dressing room. ‘No wonder you two are 
fighting over her. Didn't really see this before, but she's hot. And that short thing she's wearing, man... 
Hmmm... 

Oh fuck him. He's just messing with me. But | can't help feeling offended as he grabs his crotch to show his 
appreciation. Got it, jerk. 

‘Fuck off, man. l'm not in the mood for this shit | say, digging through my pockets to find me some dope. Like | 
said, I'm way too sober for drama. 

| sit down and prepare a foil. Shooting up is out of the question. Nothing | would do in public and | guess the 
girls will be getting here in a couple of minutes. 

After that | feel much better. This is not going to last long though. I'll have to get out score some more 
tonight. 


Closing my eyes for what felt like a couple of seconds, there's suddenly a knock on the door. Duff opens it. 
‘Hey girls, you had fun tonight?" Duff asks. Trying to charm your way into their pants, fucker? 

| rub my eyes and try to focus on Jessy. When | see her, | gasp. Damn, she looks even more beautiful than | 
remember. 

‘Yeah. The show was awesome. That bottle blonde cries out before Slash grabs her wrist to pull her towards 
him. Within seconds she's all over him and they are making out on a chair in the other corner of the room. | 


see Duff rolling his eyes, closing the door behind Jessy before he's focusing on his vodka again. 


Jessy walks over to the couch I'm trying to pull myself up from. She stops in front of me, a hand covering 
her mouth in shock Right, | guess she didn't see my face just yet. 

‘Holy shit! She inhales sharply. ‘Did HE do that to you? 

She reaches out to touch my face and | instinctively flinch. | don't want her to touch me. If she touches me, 
I'll end up in bed with her again. Not that | don't want that. | just think | shouldn't. Huh, its weird | even think 
that way. 

‘Nah, looks worse than it is! | say, shaking my head. | stop myself from admitting that it hurts exactly as 
much as it looks like. Looking like a pussy isn't on my list today. 


‘Where is he? Jessy growls. 

Wow. She's pissed. | wonder if she's going to kick his ass and can't help feeling a little aroused by the thought 
of it. Damn, she's fucking hot when she's mad. 

‘He has his own room: | shrug. ‘Look, it's nothing. He's acting crazy sometimes. Nothing | can't handle: 

Jessy shakes her head and points out to the foil on the table, raising her eyebrow. 

‘ls that the way you're handling this?! She asks plainly. 

Damn, this is awkward. | never had to justify myself for anything. 


Just as | want to give her the "you're not my mother" - speech, she growls again. 


‘Where the fuck is he? It's time | set things straight here‘ 


Havoc 
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Jessica 


| can't believe this shit. This is like high school all over again. 


But today this actually feels more complicated than ever. 


Rushing out of the dressing room, I'm in the mood to kick Billy's or Axl's ass. Depends on who the fuck he 
turns out to be these days. This is fucking confusing. 
He used to be my friend. Someone | could turn to. | could rely on. And now he turns out to be a freaking 


psycho that beats up his best friend. Who on earth does something like that? 


Standing in front of his dressing room, | have to admit | feel a little nervous. But this is not the time to 
chicken out, right? And I'm still mad as fuck. 

| kick the door open, not caring about knocking, and slam it shut as soon as | enter the room. 

Axl is standing in the middle of the room only dressed in shorts, topless. He is drying his hair with a towel. He 
just got out of the shower | guess. 

For a second | just stare at him and | feel my heart beating faster. 


Damn, he really grew up. I've noticed this during the concert already but seeing him almost naked, puts it 


straight out in front of me: There's nothing left of that Indiana boy. 


| let my gaze run over his whole body. His skin is still pale as fuck. Just like mine. Damn redheads. | can't keep 
myself from smiling. 

His arms are inked and well-shaped. Just like the rest of his body. Not very muscular, but not that skinny like 
it used to be back in high school. 

I've seen him topless before. Like a lot. Every time he crashed at my place or when we spend a day at the 
lake. But this time it feels different. More intimate. 

| can't take my eyes off his flat stomach, trailing down the thin red line of hair that disappears in his shorts. 


‘Get the fuck out! He growls without even looking up who's entering his private space. 

Thank god | have a couple of seconds to get my shit together again. | still feel nervous. What was | thinking 
coming here? Right, he broke Izzy's nose. 

| clear my throat and he stops for a second, looking at me in shock. So he's surprised to see me here. Good. 
‘Bill Bailey, explain why the fuck you beat up your best friend like that? | ask, folding my arms in front of my 
chest. 


For a moment he looks confused. Leaving the towel hanging around his neck, he turns toward me. 
‘Its Axl now: He snarls at me. ‘And this ain't your business. What are you doing here, Jessy?" 
‘Whatever, A-x-l.."| shrug, putting my hands on my hips. ‘It's damn well my business if that beat-up has 


something to do with me: 


Axl shakes his head, spreading tiny water drops all over the place. He looks mad and | suddenly feel like | 
shouldn't have come here. Fuck me and my big mouth. 

‘Why the fuck do you think this has something to do with you, Jessy? We haven't seen each other for nearly 
ten years: 

His green eyes are burning on me as he slowly comes closer, looking at me like I'm some kind of prey. | 
suddenly get scared. This is not the boy | used to boss around all the time. This is a grown up man and | have 
no idea what he is going to do now. 


| take back a step each time he takes one towards me, until | feel the door in my back. Searching for an 
escape, | feel my knees threatening to give in. This isn't good at all. What if he's also going to beat me up? 

As he comes closer, | can feel the heat of his body close to mine. My heart beats faster but I'm not really 
sure if it's fear. Not able to speak, | look up to him as he places his hands against the door, keeping me 
hostage there. 

‘You shouldn't have come here, Jessy’ He says with a weird look on his face. l'm sure he's going to hit me any 
second. I've been through this with my ex. There's just no way to calm down a raging maniac. 

So | do what | always do: | keep my mouth and eyes shut, turn my head sideways and wait for the pain to set 
in 


But suddenly | feel his fingers softly brushing through my hair and his thumb caressing my cheek. Confused 
and feeling dizzy, | open my eyes and stare directly into his green ones. His expression softens, but still | can't 
relax. 

‘God, you're so fucking beautiful’ He whispers, his fingers still in my hair. ‘I really tried to forget you, Jessy. 
God knows, | tried: 

Shit. What's that supposed to mean? 

Before | can even think about this, he moves closer. 

His bare chest is softly pushing against my breasts and l'm on fire in an instant. My heart races and my 
nipples begin to harden. I've never felt this way. Not for just being close to anyone. 

| blink as he lowers his lips towards mine. Oh god, he's going to kiss me. 

This is so confusing; | raise my hands to his chest and try to push him back. His skin feels soft and hot and 
for a second | don't want to let go. 

But then | free my right hand and find the door handle. Before Axl can press his lips to mine, | open the door 
and dig out of the room. 


| lean at the wall for a second, catching my breath. | didn't even notice | was holding it the entire time. 


How can a man be so fucking complex? 
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1989 
A couple of weeks prior 
Lafayette - Indiana 


Jessy 


‘Honey, I'm home: | called half-heartedly as | entered the house. 

Not getting any reply | sighed in relieve, hoping to get a little time for myself until the evening. This was the 
best time of the day. 

| could just hang, listen to music or work out. The time of the day | didn't need to pretend my life was all 
fucking perfect. Because it wasn't. At all. 


| had to encourage myself every fucking day to get up, clean up nicely and fake a smile for the neighbors. But 
deep down | just wanted to get hammered, take as much pills as possible and just float away like Marilyn 
Monroe did. 

| hated my life. And | hated that | was responsible for how it turned out in the first place. 


With Izzy and Billy bailing on me, there was not much choice for me left. | got into trouble. Even more than | 
had gotten into with Billy. Daily detention and a few stays at the sheriff's detention cell, wasted like hell. 

Not interested in other people or into making new friends, | just crawled deeper into my shell. Waiting for the 
guys to return someday. But they never did. And they never called. 

Screwing up my SATs | had no other choice than staying in Lafayette at a local college. 

That's where | met Ron Johnson. From today's point of view? Fucking biggest mistake of my entire life. 


Slightly older than | was, Ron graduated and went to med school. But not without pulling me deeper into his life. 
So we married, | dropped out of college and with almost twenty-one | found myself pulling up weeds in my 


front yard. Day by day. Year by year. Still locked up in fucking Lafayette - Indiana. 


Skipping those depressing thoughts | heaved the bags with groceries up on the kitchen counter and noticed that 
| had left my purse in the car. Fuck. 

Thinking | could go and get it later, | started unpacking. My plans for the evening were: stowing away the 
purchases , preparing dinner and a work out on the home trainer. 

| switched on the radio and packed everything up into the cabinets and the fridge. Swaying my hips to the 
music, | began cutting the vegetables for a nice stew. This was one of my favorites and | was good at cooking 


it. So Ron would be happy about it and everything would be great. 


| paused for a second when suddenly "sweet child o'mine" by Guns ‘n’ Roses appeared on the radio. | loved that 
song. Izzy and Bill had really made it, being part of something huge, something important. | wondered how they 
were living these days. Being all rockstars, they'd possibly be living in huge Beverly Hills mansions with a lot of 
groupies and big parties every single day. They really made it. And they had all forgotten about me. 

| couldn't help shedding a few tears about it. Those two guys, and especially my first love Izzy, would always 


have a special place in my heart. 


Wiping my eyes, a last sob escaped my throat as the back door flew open with a bang. | jumped, dropping the 
knife to the floor as | turned to see who's getting into the kitchen 

But | already knew the answer when | heard the raging. Ron was standing in the doorway. 

‘Damn, can't you answer your fucking phone for once when | call you, Jessy?" | flinched automatically when he 
yelled at me. 

Shit, | totally forgot to take my purse out of the car. 

‘|my..my purse. It's still in the car: | whisper rueful while he starts walking towards me, his eyes full of 
anger. 

| hated to upset him like that. | should've known better and should've gotten that fucking purse out of the car 
immediately. 

He stopped in front of me. Ron was tall. | used to love that about him, a long time ago. At a time when | felt 
safe in his arms. Before he started beating me up for every single thing that didn’t go his way. 


‘Don't make up excuses for your own stupidity: He said, watching my face intensively. ‘What are you weeping 
about, this time? You thought you could stand me up by not answering your fucking phone? 

l.l didn't .. | was preparing dinner, Ron: | tried to calm him down. 

BAM. 

That's when his hand connected with my face. Not gentle, not caressing. He hit me with full force right into 

my face. | tried not to accidently bite my lip. This had happened a few times before and | wasn't able to get 
out of the house for weeks. 


A shiner could be hidden behind glasses. A split lip would have left questions. 


Holding my head and ignoring the dull pain, | grabbed the kitchen counter trying to steady myself. | should've 


felt numb. Like always. It happened a million times before. | knew that he would calm himself down eventually 


and that he would apologize for what he had done. Telling me how much he loved me and that he wouldn't be 
able to breathe without me. Asking me to forgive him and to tell him | would never leave him. 

Then he would fuck me. Hard. Up against a wall, on a table or even on the bathroom sink. And by the time he 
would've whispered in my ear how beautiful | was and how much he loved me, | would've felt loved. That kind 


of love was the only thing | ever knew. Frightening, painful and unsatisfying. 


But suddenly | had enough of it. | was sure there had to be something out there for me. A safe place, where | 
could be happy again. 

Taking all the strength | had left, | pushed him backwards. 

‘Get the fuck away from me! | spat at him. ‘I'm sick of your paranoia. You'll never lay a hand on me again. You 
got it? I'm done here: 

Rushing towards the door, | cried out as Ron grabbed my arm, pulling me back. Within a second his fist collided 
with my face and swept me off my feet. 

While | lay semi-conscious on the floor, trying to clear my head again, he kicked me into the stomach. | 
coughed as all the air escaped my lungs and a huge pain spread out from where he kicked me. 

‘You bitch! He screamed at me. ‘You think you can just leave me like that? I'll give you something to 
remember: 

Still dizzy from pain, | barely noticed him straddling me. But as he ripped off my panties and | heard him 
opening his belt, | opened my eyes in shock. | knew exactly what he was trying to do. 


There was no way | would've let him do that to me. He had already fucked me in any way possible but knocking 
me out and raping me? No way | would let that happen, 

Trying to find the strength together again to push him away, | struggled under him until | finally kicked my 
knee into his balls. 

When he cried out in pain, | got scared. This time he was going to kill me. In blind panic | tried to crawl away 
when he grabbed my throat. 


| could see raging anger in his eyes as he strangled me. This was it. | was going to die. 


Coughing and almost fainting, | got hold of the kitchen knife | had dropped earlier. | had to stab him three 
fucking times until he let go of me. 

Catching my breath | got up from the floor and looked at him. There was blood everywhere. Wiping my 
trembling hands on my dress, | did the only thing that made sense to me: | ran. 


And | didn't stop until | reached California. 


That old shirt 
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1989 
Axl 


Fuck! 

l'm a fucking moron sometimes. It's not that | don't know that, | just can't help it. Sometimes | just act weird. 
And when it comes to Jessy: | totally lose control of the simplest things. Like using my brain 

When she is near, | can't think And me acting instinctively is not really a good idea. 

Throwing myself at her, half naked, and trying to kiss her made her run away. Why on god's earth didn't | just 
talk to her? Like normal people do. 


No, | had to yell at her and scare her away. Great, Axl. Just great. 


But seeing her standing in the middle of my dressing room in that tiny outfit, her eyes all over my body, made 
my blood rush. And thinking of her and Izzy made me angry as fuck. That girl was full of contradictions. And 
this girl, who is pretty much the opposite of everything | usually go for, has made my dick as hard as stone 
just by looking at her. Never. Happend. Before. | usually need them to be naked or at least have a little hands 
on action first. 

She's like the world's best visual hand job. Seriously, when she laid her hands on me | almost jizzed my pants. 
And this hasn't happened since seventh grade. 


Like a lovesick teenager | stand in front of her apartment building, trying to find some courage to talk to her. | 
push at the front door and let out a small sigh. This is hard. Admitting I've been acting like a jerk is not my 
strongest suit. But | really need to apologize. | want to know what she had been up to all these years. And | 
need to tell her how much I've missed her. 


| thought about it for two days and finally got myself to ask her blonde friend where Jessy is living. 


So | enter the building, climbing up the stairs to find her apartment. 

This place looks like shit. There's even a homeless guy sleeping on the stairs. | can't help but chuckle. This 
really reminds me of that crappy room Duff had rented in Hollywood some years ago. The door couldn't be 
locked anymore and it was full of cockroaches. | hope Jessy doesn't live that way. She deserves better than 


that. 
| find her door, take a deep breath and knock at it. | take off my cap, just to have my hands occupied with 
something and push my shades on top of my head. 


Just when | raise my hand to knock again, the door opens and Jessy looks at me in shock. 

Standing in the doorway, wearing a pair of skinny jeans and an old Led Zeppelin shirt, she looks even more 
beautiful than | remember. | chuckle as | recognize that shirt. 

‘tm sure that's mine! | say with a smirk, hoping to break the ice. 

‘| can assure you its not! She frowns. 

| can't help grinning at her thinking how I'd love to strip her out of that shirt. 

‘What are you doing here, Axl?" She looks at me anxiously. | wonder what | did to upset her that much. I've 
already seen that expression on her face when | stood in front of her. 

‘I'm here to apologize | say and push my hair out of my face. ‘I was a jerk, yelling at you like that. And that 
thing with Izz.. uhm... it's complicated: 


She looks at me for a moment, biting her lower lip. Damn, there | go again. 

My mind goes blank and all | can focus on are her soft pink lips. 

Why am | here in the first place? Right. Apologize. Talk to her. 

| try to force my gaze away from her lips. Shit. This is really hard. 

Then her beautiful lips part and she gives me a bright smile. God, | swear | almost faint. 

‘Come on in, rockstar’ She says, opening the door for me. ‘People might think I'm your crack dealer or 
something: 

| walk inside, turning my head to look at her. 

‘You really give a shit what people think? For your information: | think some of your neighbors ARE dealing 
crack, you know?" 

She chuckles. ‘Yeah, | know. It's a shitty place: 


| shrug. ‘I've seen worse‘ 


Jessy points out to the couch. | shake my head. There's just no way to sit down at the moment. | feel fucking 
restless. So | keep shuffling through the living room. 

‘So? She asks, raising her eyebrow. 

Suddenly | feel my throat getting dry. | have no idea what to say to her anyway. What did | expect by coming 
here? 

‘You've got something to drink?” | ask, my voice husky. 

‘Coffee? She says. ‘I'm sorry, but Izzy took the whiskey: 

‘Figures’ | mumble to myself when she turns to the kitchen 

‘Huh?! She asks but | ignore her question, looking around her place. 

Turning to a small desk, | notice exactly one picture pinned on the wall. It's old and crinkled. And it shows Izzy 
and me hugging Jessy in the middle of us. | cant remember when the picture was taken but | seemed so 


happy back then. When was the last time | was actually happy? 


‘Remember how you two tried to steal some of the fireworks to celebrate our very own 4th of July? Jessy 
suddenly appears behind me, two mugs with coffee in her hands. | take one of them and turn to the photo 


again 

‘Yeah: | chuckle as the memories hit me. ‘We ended up spending that night at the sheriff's office. | think that 
was the beginning of my criminal record’ 

‘You've done so much shit back then | wonder how you even managed to get where you are now. She says and 
leans against the desk, sipping her coffee. 

‘| think that's part of my reputation as a rockstar. | give her a smirk. ‘So, what have you been up to? 

She shrugs like her live isn't very interesting at all, but | see a darkness in her eyes that frightens me for a 
second. 

‘Graduated high school, went to community college, married, dropped out of college, ended up here: She talks 
about the events of the last ten years entirely emotionless. | wonder if anything of that had been important to 
her. 

Wait, married? | blink. 

‘You're married? | ask dumbfounded. Shit, of course a girl like her has a husband. How could | even think 
otherwise? 

‘Yeah, kinda’ She shrugs again. ‘He's an ass. So | left him: 

She does that thing again. Shrugging it off as if it was meaningless but | can see sadness on her face that 


doesn't fit with her behavior. 


For a moment | just look at her and almost get lost in her piercing blue eyes. I'm curious what happened to 
her that made her look so sad. What made her lose that happy spark in her eyes? 

| can't help it. Without even thinking | raise my hand to brush a streak of her auburn hair out of her face. 
Leaving my hand there, | caress her cheek with my thumb. Damn, her skin is so soft and her lips seem even 
softer. 

| lose control over my body and move towards her. Just one taste. I'd give anything for tasting her lips just 
once. 


‘Things like that never turn out well! She says, snapping me out of my thoughts. 


Women are complicated creatures. | don't know what to do with this information. Although it seems useless to 
me, something in my gut tells me to listen to her. 
‘| need to stay away from you. Even though | like you in a weird way, you're. She swallows hard. ‘.. | don't 


think you're good for me: 
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Jessica 


Oh, shit. 

Why did | even say something like that? | gasp as | see Axl's face. He looks angry and ready to punch 
something. His fists are clenched at his side. 

‘Seriously, Jessy?" He hisses, squinting at me. ‘I'm not good enough for you but Izzy, the fucked up junkie is? 

| just stare at him, not knowing what to respond. 

That's not what | meant. He should know that, right? That thing with Izzy isn't going anywhere either. But 
that's not the point. Hell, | enjoyed sleeping with him. He made me feel comfortable and wanted. Something that | 
haven't felt in years. Being with Axl just leaves me confused. 


Staring at his angry face makes me want to run. When he acts this way l'm plain scared of him. Has he always 
been like that? | used to feel safe with him. What changed him into this raging lunatic? 

| skip out of my thoughts as he grabs my shoulders and shakes me. 

‘Jess! Now would you at least explain, for fucks sake? 

| flinch automatically, closing my eyes and turning my head away from him. He scares the shit out of me. A 
thing that Ron never managed to get from me. He'd beat me up but | never feared him. Because | never 


fucking cared. 


When Axl lets go of me, | slowly open my eyes again. 

He had turned away from me, pacing through my living room. Pushing his strawberry blonde hair out of his 
face, he stops in front of me again and my jaw drops. 

He looks hurt, almost desperate. There's suddenly a softness to his face that reminds me of our childhood. All 
the times he'd been beat up by his stepdad and I'd taken care of him. 

This is the face of the boy | once knew and | felt safe with. It's like he has two different personalities. 


| meet his green eyes again and my heart skips a beat. He knows. | can see it in his eyes. He knows what 
happened to me because he'd been over and over that same shit himself. 

| notice him stepping closer, but before he even reaches me | burst out in tears and bury my face in my 
hands. When his strong arms pull me to his chest and he starts caressing my hair, | can't stop sobbing. It 
feels like a lifetime since anybody took care of me like that. 


‘Shhhhh... it's okay" He mumbles into my hair. ‘I'm sorry, Jess. | didnt want to scare you. I'd never hurt you. 


You know that, right? 


Trying to get a proper look at me, he pushes me away a bit. 

Not able to stop sobbing, | clench my fists in his shirt. | don't want to let him go. 

His hands cup my face, his thumbs caressing my wet cheeks, as he softly forces me to look up at him. | 
hiccup and I'm sure | look awful with my puffy eyes and my red nose. 

‘God, what happened to you Jessy?” He asks, his eyes focused on me. 


| feel like they are burning directly into my soul. He was always good at reading me like an open book 


| mop at my face with the back of my hand. 

‘Ive done more crying this week than | have in the past ten years combined. I'm not this much of a whining 
idiot. | swear’ | say, forcing a smile on my face. 

Axl frowns. 

‘You're telling me now, or what? 

Taking a look at his serious face, | know he won't back down | let out a sigh when | finally give in to tell him 
about my fucked up marriage. 

‘|. | don't know where to begin! | whisper and another sob escapes my lips. 


Even though | haven't said anything yet, | feel this big rock rolling off my chest already. 


Axl wraps his arm around me and leads me to the couch. When we sit down, he pulls me close to him. Leaning 
my head to his chest, | can feel his heartbeat and suddenly feel safe again. It's just like back home, when | 
used to cuddle up to him and listened to his crazy stories of how he would turn out to be a rockstar 
someday. | never guessed this would come true. 

‘What about you start at why you're so fucking scared of me? He snaps me out of my thoughts. 

‘My husband..Uhm.. Ron, he.. had a bad temper, you know? | can't say it out loud. Staying with a guy that 
used to beat me up regularly, is fucking embarrassing. But | know he gets me. 

‘He hit you? He still asks me to confirm. 

‘Yeah: | sigh, feeling hot tears running down my face again His shirt is already damp where | buried my head. | 
can't look at him, even though | know he's not judging me. He'd never ask why | didn't leave him or the reason 


why | got the beating in the first place. He knows exactly how it feels to be trapped in a hell like this. 


‘What happened? He asks plainly. 

| know he wants to know why | finally left. What made me break out of my shell and took back my life. This is 
hard. | swallow back my tears and look at him. His face is unreadable but l'm pretty sure he knows exactly 
how | feel. 


‘| suddenly freaked out. Just snapped’ | whisper, avoiding his gaze again. ‘And when he tried to..you know... force 


His face is grim when | look back to him. 

‘He assaulted you sexually? 

My breathing freezes and | nearly choke on a new sob that escapes my lips. 
| press my fist to my mouth for a second, until | can speak up again 


‘| guess that sounds weird, considering what | let him do to me all those years: | say, trying to get my 


emotions under control. 


He pulls me closer. 

‘Not at all. 'm glad you took the chance to leave that jerk: Axl mumbles into my hair. ‘If | ever meet that 
fucker, I'm going to beat the shit out of him. That's a fucking promise: 

| can't help smiling before | realize that Ron might not be able to get a proper beating anymore. 

My life is so fucked up. | don't want to pull Axl into my shit any further. 


But | can't help wondering why | never noticed how much he cared about me. 


Parenting skills € party bitches 
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Jessica 


‘| told you more than once to stay away from these scallywags, Jessica! My father yelled at me, shoving his 
index finger into my face to prove his point. 

‘You're not serious: | gasped, trying to hold back my tears. ‘They're my friends, dad: 

My father glared at me. Damn, he was pissed. And | had no clue what had caused that. 

‘This is not up for negotiation. You are not going to see these boys again. Especially that Bailey's kid. Am | clear 
about that? 


Being a teenage girl, an order like that just pissed me off generally. My parents should've known that 
regulations would only let me do the exact opposite. 

Still dealing with the fact that I'd had to leave my friends back in lowa, | didn't care about their opinion 
Lafayette sucked. | was lucky that I'd made any friends at all. So | got out my fuck-you attitude and glared at 
my father, placing my hands on my hips. 


‘We are going to school together, dad. It's kinda hard not to see each other again: | hissed at him. ‘And you 
can't make me. | can't see what's so wrong about Billy anyway. You don't even know him: 

My mom just stood in the kitchen doorway, drying off a plate. | threw her a pleading look but she didn't even 
try to intervene. 

‘Jessica, these boys are trouble: My father tried to calm down, picking up a serious tone. ‘That Bailey's kid 
already got arrested, twice. | don't want you to ruin your future by taking that same path. Not speaking of the 
fact that they are older than you are: 

| looked at him, desperately hoping he would reconsider. 

‘Its not like we are dating or anything. We are just friends, dad: 

‘| know, honey: He stated and tried to pull me into a hug. ‘But this is not going to end well with these guys. And 
| don't want them to take you down with them: 


Still incredibly pissed, | pushed him away. 

‘| don't know you people anymore. So l'm going to hang out alone until graduation? Oh fuck you, dad. No way. l'm 
a fucking grown up’ 

Yeah, not my smartest move to tell my father to fuck himself, but being a teenager just sucked. My parents 


just had way too much control over my life. 


My father's expression hardened. 
‘| think you just earned yourself two weeks of grounding, young lady’ He said and | could see that nothing would 
change his mind. 


Without a word | turned, getting up to my room. 


‘Grounded. Sure. Like | fucking care’ | mumbled to myself as | pushed open the door to my room, seeing Billy 
lying on my bed. 

| couldn't help but smile. If my father knew he was letting himself in through my window on regular basis, he 
would fucking flip. 

‘What was that yelling all about? He raised an eyebrow. 

| snorted and threw myself on the bed. 

‘Like you didn't overhear all of this: 

‘Nah, not all. | just got in through the window. He said with a smirk on his face. ‘Guess your old man finally 
decided to keep you from seeing me, huh? 

‘Not just you. Izzy too! | let out a sigh. ‘Il can't believe he really thinks I'm going to listen to his stupid orders: 
Billy chuckled as | jumped up from the bed again 

‘So you're rebelling? Sneaking out of the window to go to Brian's party with me? He winked at me. 

With a dramatic gesture | push my hair out of my face and look at him with an evil grin. 


‘Hey, I've a reputation to live up to. And a stoner party seems to be exactly what | need now: 


eR 


Van Halen's "Ain't talking about love" was blowing through the speakers of Brian's living room, as Bill and | 
walked past the front yard. | was wondering how on earth Brian always managed to smooth the neighbors so 
that the cops won't blow up his parties, which were legendary by the way. 

Brian's old man was some kind of sales rep. | had no clue what the guy was selling but without a mother in the 
picture, it left Brian a lot of time all by himself in that big old house. Damn, | was jealous. He surely had a hell 
of a time living all by himself without his parents giving him shit all the time. 


Bill, Izzy and | hung out with him a lot. Due to the fact that Izzy was always holding weed, Brian was more 
than happy to share the comfort of his parent-free home with us. And we didn't have anywhere else to hang 
anyway. 

But those parties were something special. There were always drugs involved, mostly provided by Izzy, and 
some of the older guys always managed to get their hands on booze and beer. 


‘Hey, man. Glad you made it! Brian shook Billy's hand before pulling me into a loose hug, not keeping his eyes off 
Billy. 


| rolled my eyes when | noticed Billy frown. He was so fucking overprotective all the time. 

The very first time Brian tried to make a move on me, Billy punched him right into his face. 

| didn't really care. The only guy | cared about was Izzy. But he just saw me as one of the guys. 

‘Won't miss it, dude. Izzy here already? Billy asked and the mention of Izzy snapped me out of my thoughts. 
‘Yeah: Brian said, nodding towards the stairs with a sleazy grin. ‘Already upstairs banging some blonde. I've no 
idea how he does it, man. The chicks are all over him: 

Billy chuckled while | just tried to hold back the bile rising up my throat. 

‘They just love him until he tells them to shut the fuck up about something. Then they'd run off pissed’ 


Brian laughed at Billy's comment and | wondered why the fuck those boys were so amused by the way Izzy 
treated those girls. | felt sick, even though I'd give anything to be close to Izzy in that special way. 

‘Yeah. Like you wouldn't give anything to be in his shoes. | snorted towards Billy and grabbed a shot off a tray 
that came by. 

| grimaced as the sharp taste of tequila burned in my throat. The liquid warmed my stomach and made me 
feel better in an instant. 

Billy raised an eyebrow, probably asking himself what pissed me off. He put his arm around my shoulders and 
pulled me close, fetching two shots off a tray with his other hand. 


‘Come on, grumpy. Let's get hammered: He grinned, handing me another shot. 


| was half way through my second beer and a couple of shots, sitting on Billy's lap, when Izzy finally showed up 
with some slutty chick attached to his arm. 

She rolled her eyes when she saw me. 

‘God. This suddenly feels like babysitting: She mumbled, trying to ignore me. 

‘tm almost sixteen, you fucking slut! | hissed at her, almost slurring the words. 

Billy's grip tightened as | tried to get up. lzzy frowned. 

‘You let her get drunk, you moron? Damn, she's gonna be grounded again: Izzy said to Bill, pushing his black 
hair out of his face. 

‘So what?" Billy shrugged. ‘She's already grounded because of us. Just let her blow off some steam, man’ 
Izzy shook his head when that blonde slut pulled at his sleeve. 

‘Come on, Izzy. This shit is boring. Let the creep and that bitch sort that out by themselves: 


Billy chuckled into my hair, while | wondered how he could keep his cool being called a creep. That slut really 
had nerves talking to us like that. 

| opened my mouth, but before | could even get it on with that bitch, Izzy gave her a look that made her 
flinch. 

‘Shut the fuck up. These are my friends you're talking to. Izzy snarled at her, trying to shake her off his arm. 
The skank pressed her boobs against Izzy's arm, trying to smooth things down. But Izzy didn't let this go. 

‘Just fuck off! Izzy hissed at her. ‘And don't you dare talking about them like that ever again, bitch: 


Damn, | loved Izzy showing off his temper. Especially when he was defending me. 
The skanks jaw dropped and she gave him her best glare. 
‘Seriously, Izzy? | just sucked you off and you're dismissing me now?" 


Bill chuckled, still burying his face in my hair. This scene was totally comical. 


Izzy gave her a sleazy grin and shrugged. 


‘Yeah, wasn't that good anyway: 


Until that day | never noticed that Izzy could be so cold blooded. 


Tailspin 
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| zzy 


Life is crazy, and sometimes it totally veers off course. Seriously, sometimes it flows by nice and smooth and 
then WHAMI You get bitch-slapped out of nowhere by events that seem unbelievable. This is what the poets 
call fate or destiny or karma? Maybe. | don't know because | don't read poetry but | do write lyrics, so maybe 


that counts. 


Days passed. | worked. We had band practice. 

Axl and | are back to the usual; He doesn't show up for practice. Well, that's a usual | guess. 

Normally he would call at least or show up here and there, but none of us has seen a sign of him since he 
started hanging out with Jessy again. 


Not that | fucking care. But | still wonder what this is all about. 
| can't help feeling helpless and lost. 


| spent a lot of time with Slash at his friend's place. | don't really have a clue what his name is. Bill? Bob? 
Brian? 

We are so fucking strung out all the time, | can't remember. But he's cool. Supplies good shit. He doesn't let us 
shoot up at his place so we just smoke some foils and stock some smack for later. 

I'm okay with it. Chasing the dragon is fun and | prefer being alone to get really fucking high anyway. But Slash 
complains. Smoking smack just doesn't do it for him. 

So we always end up at our rehearsal place to get fucking loaded. 


After shooting up in the bathroom | sit down on the couch for a while. I'm high as fuck. My acoustic is resting 
in my lap but l'm too strung out to pull the strings. 
Duff is sitting next to me, blabbing shit. | can't even move my head to look at him. | have no clue what he's 


talking about. 
Seriously, what the fuck is wrong with me? When did my life become so fucked up? 


‘Dude: Duff snaps me out of my daze with hitting his elbow into my ribs. What the..? 

‘Huh? | finally turn my head and try to follow the movement of his lips as he's talking to me. 

Seriously, man. This shit is not going to work out! Duff complains. | still have no fucking clue what he's talking 
about. ‘You two are too strung out to work and Axl doesn't even show up. We're never going to finish this 


fucking record’ 


Slowly it gets to me. The damn recording. Oh fuck it. 

Geffen is up our asses because of ‘One in a Million’ and Axl's great idea was to promise releasing a bunch of 
records at once to smooth things down. 

| blink and give Duff a shrug. 

‘| wrote some shit. And Slash came up with some pretty good riffs too. Fuck Axl, man: 

But Duff does have a point. Slash and | are totally out of our mind lately. But it's not like we can't come up 


with stuff for our record. This is not all up to our crazy singer. 


| reach for my cigarettes on the table while Duff takes a sip on his Vodka. 

Some things never change. He's lecturing us because we're hopped on smack. But by 6 pm. he'll be so fucking 
wasted that he'll kick in some blow to drink even more. So who's judging, dude? 

We're all a bunch of fucked up losers who happened to become some kind of rockstars. We'll be lucky if we'd 
get older than thirty-five. | mean that shit. 

‘So what's your deal with Axl? Is this still about that chick, man? Duff interrupts my pity party. | slowly 
shake my head. 

‘Nah, this shit goes way deeper, man. | just feel like some kind of employee here: 

‘Where is he anyway? Duff asks me and | can't help but chuckle. 

God knows what Axl is doing. 

Actually, | don't even think God knows what Axl is doing half the time. 


| sigh and run my hand over my face, pushing back my messy hair. The ash of my cigarette falls down on my 
guitar. It's still glowing and | quickly wipe it away before it leaves a mark. 

‘Damnit... | murmur annoyed by myself. 

Just as Duff opens his mouth again to continue that useless conversation he was trying to have with me, the 


iron door to our rehearsal space opens and Axl shows up. 


For a moment | feel like trippin bad. | blink and look back to him again, just to see if he's real. 

He just stands there, hands shoved into the pockets of his leather jacket, smiling at us. What the fuck is he so 
damn happy about? 

That's when | see her appearing at his side: Jessy! 

Fuck! Why is he bringing her here? 

She gives me a bright smile and my heart skips a beat. | don't want to feel anything like this, but | just can't 
forget that crazy night a few weeks ago. 


‘Well, well. Look what the cat dragged in’ Duff finds his voice first. ‘You've got nerves to just show up here like 
this: He spits at Axl. 
Yeah, Duff's pretty pissed. 


Axl chuckles and wraps his arm around Jessy's shoulder. | can barely hold back the bile that's rising up my 
throat. This can't be happening. | feel like running. 

This shit is awkward. | never run from a chick like this. They just split when | ask them to. That's how it 
works. Getting attached means sharing feelings. And feelings define relationships. | don't do relationships. | just 


fuck. So why am | feeling totally out of control here? 


Does this mean she's my fucking soulmate or something? Because she holds my gutless piece of shit heart in 
her hands; because | think I'll die if | never get to kiss her again? 

Yeah. 

| feel the beginnings of a splitting headache and wish for a good bottle of whiskey. 


We're talking business now 
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Axl 


Fuck Duff for ruining my mood. Damn fucker. 

I've been on cloud nine for the last few days, hanging out with Jessy, catching up. 

Now | finally feel happy again. She trusts me and | can comfort her like | used to do in high school. Difference 
here is that | don't feel like the total dork | was back then 

| can't help feeling like there's more between us. But | don't want to rush things and scare her away. I've 
wasted so many years on booze and cheap women to screw this shit up now. It's going to be for good this 
time. 


Duff still eyes me like I'm out of my fucking mind. Izzy just chuckles insanely. Great. It's that time of the day 
again, huh? | give him my best glare. 

‘You're high again, fucker? 

He doesn't give a fuck We've been friends for thirteen years now. | know him better like anyone else. 

So he just shrugs and pulls some strings on his acoustic just like he's proving some point here. 

‘You're back to not talking to me, now? | ask and take a few steps towards him. 


He's still strumming his guitar, ignoring me completely. I'm so sick of this. 


| kick his leg to make him look at me. 

‘If you're loaded again, just fuck off. I'm sick of you just hanging around. You're not contributing anything here: 
‘Neither do you: | hear Izzy mumble, still not looking at me. 

That's it. Who the fuck does he think he is? 

Before | even get the chance to kick his sorry ass, Duff explodes. 

‘Oh, don't you dare going there Axe. You know he's fucking right! Duff pulls himself off the couch and places 
his 63 foot frame right in front of me, putting his index finger right into my face. 

Most people find him very intimidating. Well, not me. | don't give a fuck how tall the fucker is. 

‘What's your fucking excuse, Axl? Huh? You're not showing for weeks and suddenly you're kicking our asses? Is 
this how this band is going to work out now? 


| almost roll my eyes at so much drama. 


‘You know | work best by myself. I've been working on some major stuff, man: | hear myself speaking out loud. 
Why the fuck am I the one to justify here? 

‘We wrote ten songs, Axl: He still looks at me like | killed his puppy or something. ‘Ten fucking songs. And you 
show up here with that chick, only giving us shit about everything: 

| just keep following his gaze when he eyes Jessy beside me. 


‘No offense, honey. But this is business here’ He shrugs when Jessy gives him a frown. ‘He shouldn't have 
brought you here just to rub it into Izzy's face: 

| clench my fists, ready to jump Duff. That thing with Jessy isn't anything near his business. 

Then | feel her warm hand on my arm and look at her. 

‘Don't... She whispers and throws a look back at Izzy. ‘I'm sorry.. |... I'm leaving. 

The second she turns to leave and | hear Izzy snorting, | flip. 


Pushing Duff aside, | reach Izzy with two steps and pull him off the couch by grapping his collar. 

‘You've got anything to say, asshole? Just go for it. I'm so sick of your judgmental ass: 

| hiss at him while holding his limp figure. Damn fucker. He's so fucking loaded he can't even stand up straight. 
So | push him back to the couch and run a hand over my face. This isn't working anymore. 

Izzy lets out a laugh, pulling his greasy hair out of his face. He's strung out and seems sick. | totally 
underestimated the drug abuse that's going on here. Its time | set things straight and take things into my own 
hands. 


‘This is it! | hear myself say, looking at him. ‘We are talking royalties again. l'm not gonna let this band go down 
because of your shit! 

| hear a gasp from another corner before | hear Slash slur. 

‘Seriously, dude? What's your fucking problem now? 

Izzy glares at me. He looks extremely sober suddenly. 

‘You fucking asshole. Bring it on Get your fucking lawyer again’ He pulls himself off the couch and | almost 
chuckle. When it's about money, Izzy is right on it. 

‘Oh, you're actually hear what l'm saying? Good: | can't help myself from rubbing it in. 

‘tm sick of being downgraded to your fucking employee. | helped starting that band, too He grabs his 
cigarettes off the table and turns around, leaving towards the bathroom. ‘Fuck off, Axl: 


| rush outside too cool off, when Jessy suddenly appears behind me. 

‘Seriously, Billy? She glares at me when | turn around. 

‘Don't fucking call me that: | hiss at her. ‘I'm not that boy anymore. I'm the fucking singer of Guns ‘n' Roses 
now’ 

| can't help feeling offended. Nothing is going the way | planned and I'm upset about the fucking band. 

‘You're damn sure the same person, Billy’ She gives me a snort. ‘Still a self-conscious hick from Lafayette, 
Indiana, It just happened you sing in a band now: 

| fucking hate that she's right. She always seemed to look right through me. 

‘| can't work with him anymore, Jess. | have no idea how to fix him: | look at her and | know she thinks it's 


about her. But things were going down with Izzy and me way before she showed up in LA. 


Jessy reaches out to caress my arm. | love her touch. It always calms me down immediately. 
‘He's been your friend for more than thirteen years now, Axl. Don't let that business shit ruin your 


relationship: She gives me a serious look. ‘No money in the world would be worth it! 


Losing myself 
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Axl 


When | was young, | wasn't allowed to listen to any kind of popular music. Especially rock music. My siblings and 
| weren't even allowed to watch TV. 

| remember the only time we were allowed to turn on the radio was Sunday afternoons, listening to the local 
station's hit mix, when my father fulfilled his duty as a husband and took mom upstairs for an hour or so. 


Back then | had no clue what that was all about, but | didn't care to ask. That time was the best time of the 
week and the only time | really felt happy. 


To be honest, this is by far the best memory | have of my childhood. Everything else was a total nightmare. 

| can't even remember how many times | hid in my closet, my knees pulled to my chest, hands covering my 
ears to block away my father's raging and hoping he wouldn't find me in there. 

What | remember exactly is that he'd always found me. 

And every time he'd pulled out his belt to smash it down on my back, | wished | wouldn't belong there. | wished 
I'd belong to a real family that actually cared about me. 

As worse as the beating got, so did my behavior. | was a rebel and | wouldn't let that fucker break me. 


One day, all | ever wished for and feared at the same time, came true. 

I'd been searching the house for cash to buy me some pot. Since Izzy bailed on me and left for LA, | was 
always short on dope. And scoring some meant paying for it then 

Unfortunately | couldn't hold any job for more than a few days, so | was always short on cash, too. 

During the last few years | already had been through every stash my mom would possibly use for her 
housekeeping money: the cookie jar on the kitchen's top shelf, the fridge and her bible. | even went through her 
bathroom supplies, including a box of tampons. 


That day, there wasn't a single dime to find. 


So | did something that | usually would respect: | invaded my parent's personal space and went through every 
single drawer in their bedroom. 


In a box on the top shelf of the wardrobe | found some paperwork that caught my eye. 


| really can't remember what exactly made me look closer to that stuff, because normally | wouldn't give a 
shit, but somehow | did that time. 

That's when | found it: My birth certificate. And the odd thing about it? The name of my father wasn't 
Stephen L. Bailey, the man I'd always known as my dad. 

The name of my biological father was William Bruce Rose. 

Encouraged by what | just found out, | kept digging. It seemed that my mom divorced him after my sister 


Amy was born and remarried Reverend Bailey. 


| got what I've always wanted: to be excluded from this hypocritical and fucked up family. 
The abusive son of a bitch wasn't my real father. So why didn't | feel relieved at all? 


Staring down on that piece of paper, | sat at the kitchen table. It felt like a couple of minutes but must've been 
hours because suddenly the front door opened and Stephen, my Stepdad, appeared with my mom. 

‘Hey, honey. What are you sitting in the dark like that? She said, switching on the light. 

Dropping the groceries on the counter, she turned towards me again with a frown. ‘Have you been crying?" 

| hadn't noticed that | had been crying. But by now | didn't have any tears left. Just an empty feeling inside me. 
‘When did you intend to tell me? | sighed and looked at her. ‘Or did you think you could hide it from me 
forever?" 

She gave me a confused look, but when her gaze fell onto that piece of paper in front of me, she gasped. 


‘Honey... this.” She stuttered. ‘Good lord. You weren't supposed to find this: 


‘Where did you get this? Have you been sneaking through our personal things? Stephen grabbed the birth 
certificate from the table to have a look at it. | didn't even notice him walking up on us. ‘You little punk. I'l 
show you to respect other people's property. He said, burying his hand into the collar of my shirt to pull me 
off the chair. 


| don't even remember what happened exactly after that, but I'm sure | flipped. 

Stephen punched my face, mom cried, | punched Stephen and mom cried even more. 

Long story short: Knowing he wasn't my real father, didn't make things easier with him. | refused to listen to 
him even less than before. So after that, things went down. 

Right down to that level where | found myself standing outside of my home with bare feet and all my 


belongings stuffed into one suitcase. 


That day | decided to change my name back to Rose. 


What brings you down... 
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Jessica 


After that encounter with Axl and Izzy, | have no interest in more of that drama. 

Damn Izzy. He's so fucking stubborn all the time. 

And damn, Axl. He and his annoying temper. 

‘| should let them beat the shit out of each other... fucking idiots: | moan all to myself as | walk down the 
street to where | left my car in an alley earlier, leaving that soap opera of a band behind. 


It's time to go home, grab a decent drink and just forget those two morons exist. 


And still, | cant help worrying about Izzy. That fight with Axl wasn't the first one | guess. He's just a ticking 
time bomb and knowing Izzy, when he detonates he's going to take everyone else with him. Regardless of the 
consequences. 

Izzy's not good with boundaries. You make him feel uncomfortable, he's gonna run. Axl knows that. And still he 
won't stop pushing him. Shit. 

This is going to end up badly. 


My feet turn automatically on the pavement before | finish my thoughts. 

| need to check up on Izzy. God knows what he's going to do to himself after his crazy ass singer nearly kicked 
him out of the band he started in the first place. 

| make two steps, still too caught up in my thoughts to look up, and run right into a broad chest. 

‘Ump#l Sorry, | didn't... | mumble, not finishing that sentence when two strong hands grab my shoulders. Even 


before looking up, | know who these hands belong to and a mix of disbelief and fear crawls over me. 


‘You're surprised to see me, honey? Ron spits at me as | just stare at him in shock. | should feel relieved that 
| didn't kill him, right? That means I'm not a murderer and I'm not going to end up in jail, right? This should be 
good. 

But all | can think of is: Why isn't he dead? Please let him be dead. 


‘See, you forced me to come here. You did this to us‘ He snaps. 


| blink, the familiar tone of his voice is grating over my skin, making me shake, making me want to vomit. My 


muscles draw up, preparing for his attack, for the cold, rough hands he'd used on my body many times before. 
| bent over and grab my stomach, fighting the panic attack | feel coming. 

God help me, | need control. | have to be able to fight back. 

‘Did you really think you could just run? Get away from me? Ron continues as | still hold my stomach, 


stumbling backwards to get some space between us. 


This can't be happening. Not now. Not when I'm finally happy and free. 

Gaining strength out of every inch | manage to get away from him, | pull myself up and face him. His blue 
eyes are watching me coldly and | can't help wondering how | could ever feel anything for him. 

His eyes are so different to Izzy's that | almost gasp at the comparison. 

Izzy's eyes always have that soft greyish color you can't really specify. And even if he's upset, his eyes are 
never cold. | have no clue if it's the drugs nowadays, but there's always a spark in his gaze that makes me 
feel warm inside. 


Ron's gaze just sends creepy shivers down my spine. 


‘How... how did you find me? | mumble more to myself than actually really talking to him. ‘You were dead... 
My hands tremble but | raise them to keep him away while | still stumble backwards as he tries to close the 
space between us. 

| need to keep the distance. 

Yeah? he huffs ‘You caught me pretty bad but I'm not going anywhere, my love. You think | wouldn't 
remember how you always kept whining about those loser friends of yours, living in LA these days? | know | 
would find you here. Just a matter of time: 


When my back hits a wall and | try to cover my mouth as uncontrollable sobbing sets in. 

‘Please, Ron..' | plead, not knowing what is going to happen now. 

‘So you're begging now, huh? What exactly are you begging for, Jessy? For me to fuck you? He hisses as he 
leans closer, pinning me to the wall. I saw you with that sleazy redhead earlier. Did you beg him to fuck you, 
too? 

The mention of Axl makes me shiver. Yeah. | should've begged him to make love to me. So that beat up I'll be 
getting soon would be worth it. 


Ron's chest is pushing me hard against the wall and | can feel every single brick in my back. His thigh is 
separating my legs, rubbing hard against my pussy. 

But this doesn't feel good at all. It just hurts. And the memory of Axl getting that close to me is sending tears 
into my eyes. That had felt completely different. 

Axl is completely different. He's caring and gentle. And the way he held me in his arms, stroking my hair, had 
made me feel safe. 

What a fucked up illusion. | will never be safe. Ron will always find me and drag me back into that hell in Indiana 


| need to fight back l'm a lot stronger than Ron thinks. And | will not go down without a fight. 
Collecting the strength | have left, | push at him. Hard. 
Before | get the chance to escape, he bashes me back into the wall and his fist finds my face within a 


nanosecond. 


| fall down to my knees, trying to shake off the dizziness in my head, as Ron fumbles the fly of his pants. 
What the fuck is wrong with that guy? 

For the first time in years | realize that he just gets off on beating me. 

Every single time he'd beat me up, he just fucked the shit out of me afterwards because it gave him a hard 
on. 


This wasn't love. This was fucking sick. 


The second | hear the zipper of his fly, | smash his crotch. 
While he stumbles back, | run. 
| run to towards the first place | can think of. 


This is not the Jerry Springer show 
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Duff 


‘lzz? Come on, man. Open the door: | keep calling while I'm banging on the bathroom door. 

This shit is insane. 

Axl locked himself into the studio pouting and Izzy is blocking the bathroom for a while now, not answering or 
unlocking the door. 

‘zz? Dude, we've got serious problems here. Get out of that fucking bathroom or I'll break the lock, man: | try 
again 


Still, not a fucking word. Shit! 


There's something seriously wrong with those two. Keeping up with their shit feels like living in a god damn 
soap. 

First they are yelling at each other, almost breaking up the whole band and then | find myself sitting on the 
floor with a bleeding chick in my arms. 

The moment that girl ran into our studio, she broke down. She was lucky | could catch her before she hit the 
ground. 

| have no clue what the fuck happened but that chick looks like she was hit a bus or something. 

Her nose is bleeding like hell, her lower lip is split and there are scratches all over her. What the fuck 
happened to her? 


‘Get Axl: | yell at Slash who just keeps looking at the girl I'd lay down on the couch. ‘Hurry up, man’ 

Slash puts down the bottle of Jack he's still holding in his hand and hurries toward the studio to get Axl. Now, 
I'm not alone in this at least, but | still feel helpless. 

‘Izzy... Man! | yell, slightly panicking. What the fuck is going on? 

| rattle at the door, trying to get it open when | hear a raging noise coming from the studio. 

Axl is probably ripping Slash's throat. | feel guilty for a second, but hey... I'm stuck here with Mr. No- 
responding-fucking Stradlin. 


Even if it doesn't feel right at all, | leave Izzy be and hurry back to the girl. Jessy was her name, right? 


| grab the bottle of vodka from the table and take a swig looking at her. She's so fucking pale. | feel like 
panicking again. 
Taking a last swig, | try to keep it together and toss the bottle on the floor. 


‘Hey, honey. | run my thumb carefully over her jawline. Damn, she's pretty messed up and | wonder if I'd hurt 
her by touching her face. ‘Come on Wake up. Everything's gonna be alright: 

| mumble, not sure if I'm really talking to her or if I'm just trying to calm my nerves. 

Right when | notice her eyes fluttering, | hear Axl getting back. 

‘.. if this is about Izzy, I'll kick your ass..' He yells, walking though the hall. '.. that fucker ‘s in trouble, he's on 

his own... 

| watch Axl entering the room with Slash on his heels, mumbling shit with a cigarette placed between his lips. 

Damn, Slash is so trashed; | bet Axl doesn't have a clue what this is all about. 


‘Ax..' | call and wave him towards the couch, where l'm still hunched over Jessy. '.. I've no fucking clue what 
happened... 

The second he sees the messed up girl, he jumps me. Yeah. | should've expected something like that. 

He grabs the collar of my shirt and pulls me towards him, glaring at me like a fucking berserker. 

‘What the hell did you do to her? 

| can't help but chuckle. Hey, I'm 63 foot tall and still some kind of wasted. l'm not scared of that lunatic. 
‘Easy, man’ | grab his hands and try to lose his grip off my shirt. ‘She came running in, bleeding like a fucking 
civ and passed out: 

Letting me go, he gives me a push and end up with my ass on the floor. Great. Thanks a lot, jerk! 


| don't know what's so fucking special about that chick, but every time anyone would look at her the wrong 
way, Axl would go totally berserker on him. Not to mention the Izzy-issue. | have no fucking clue what's going 
on with that love triangle and | really don't want to go there, but seeing Axl acting like this gives me the 
fucking chills. 


If he's worried about someone he always ends up doing something fucking crazy. 


Caressing the girl's hair, he takes a good look at her. 

‘What the fuck happened to her? he mumbles more to himself than speaking to us. | look around to see where 
Slash disappeared to. 

He's standing in front of the bathroom, the usual smoke attached to his lips and a bottle of Jack in his hand, 
kicking the door with his sneakers. It just leaves a dull sound. 

‘Fuck... Izzy... just open up, man. | gotta take a fucking piss. 

He rattles at the door. Yeah, like | haven't tried that before... 

Still not a word from the inside of the bathroom. | start to worry again. Shit. 

This situation is already messed up enough without our guitarist shooting up in the bathroom and maybe 


overdosing himself. 


Slash hammers against the door with his bottle. 
‘Izz.Just open up now, dude. I'm serious. l'm gonna piss into your guitar case, dumbass: 


| can't help smiling at this. Slash must have a dead wish if he goes through with that. You just don't fuck with 


Izzy. He'll beat the shit out of Slash for this. 


Just when | think | should go and finally break that lock on the door to see if Izz is still breathing, | hear a 
rumbling sound from the inside coming along with a muffled voice. 

‘Fuck off... 

Thank god, at least he seems to be still breathing enough to bitch around. 


‘Billy... | hear the soft voice of the girl and turn around to see her looking at Axl. Hearing her speaking out his 
birth name makes me flinch. Normally he would totally lose it if someone calls him like that. 

But not this time. He keeps stroking her hair and caressing her face with his thumb. 

‘Hey, baby: He says, smiling at her like a lunatic. ‘Good to see you're finally awake. 

‘|. | didn't know where to go..' She says and groans in pain when she tries to sit up. 

Damn, the girl is pretty messed up. 

‘What happened?" Axl asks. 

She buries her face in her hands and starts sobbing. 

‘He found me, Billy. She manages to get out between hiccups. ‘He followed me back here and grabbed me 
before | could reach my car‘ Then there comes more uncontrollable sobbing before she can continue. ‘| don't 
know what to do. | don't want to go back: 


Axl pulls her into a hug, caressing her back whispering into her ear. 


| have no fucking clue what is going on but after witnessing all of this, | feel even more like living in a damn 
soap opera. 

Seriously. | wouldn't be surprised if the girl would turn up to be pregnant with a secret love child which would 
turn out to be Axl's brother or something. This shit is insane and I'm not really sure if | really want to 
understand all of this. 


So | leave all the drama that's hugging on the couch to take care of our messed up guitarist in the bathroom. 


Denial 
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| zzy 


| wake up, fucking freezing my ass off. What the hell? 

There's a dull pain in my head and | can barely open my eyes. | feel fucking numb. 

Someone is talking to me but | can't figure out what he's saying. When | start drifting off again, my body 
shakes. Fuck, my head hurts like a motherfucker. Why can't | stop shaking? | just want to get back to sleep. 
Stop it! 

That's when | notice big strong hands on my shoulders, shaking me insanely. 

| open my eyes again and flinch at the bright light before | try to see what is going on. Where the fuck am 1? 


A big fluffy blonde head appears in my sight and | recognize the matching voice: Duff is talking to me. That 
fucker's got nerves waking me up like this. 

‘C'mon Izz.. stay awake, man: Duff's words finally get through to my brain. 

It needs all the strength | have to push him away. I'm way too tired to talk to him, so | just slap away his 
hands. But that fucker just keeps grabbing me. God damn, he just needs to let go off me. 


Its still fucking cold and | wonder why I'm freezing like hell. My teeth are chattering and | can barely feel my 
hands. 

| try to warm them with my breath and slowly get aware of my surroundings: Am | sitting in a god damn 
tub? 

A flash of sobriety washes over me and l'm finally able to put things together. 

I'm sitting in a tub, fully clothed and the freezing cold shower is running. What the fuck? 


Duff is staring at me, still shaking me with his big hands. Is he fucking crazy or what? 

| blink the last clouds of unconsciousness away and try to escape the freezing shower. 

‘Turn that off | manage to get out. My voice sounds rough. 

Duff hesitates a second but then he turns off the water. | push my wet hair out of my face and take a look 
at him. He's pale as fuck and seems worried. 

‘Damn, Izzy.. you scared the shit out of me! He says, handing me a big towel. 

I'm still trying to figure out what happened here. 


‘Why the fuck did you get me chilled to the bones, man? | ask and try to get rid of my soaking wet shirt with 
my trembling hands. 


That's when | notice Slash sitting on one side of the tub. Has he been here all the time? Damn, | never thought 
he could be that pale! 

He lets out a big sigh and smiles at me. 

‘Shit, fucker.. we thought you're gonna die, man’ 

| just look at him. Die? Are they fucking insane? 

‘What are you morons even talking about?" | ask. 

‘| think you nearly OD'd yourself, man: Duff says with a sharp tone in his voice. Is he fucking lecturing me? 
‘Bullshit! | hiss at him and crawl out of the tub to sit down on the edge, but my legs are so fucking numb | 
immediately slump to the ground. So just sit here, resting my pounding head back at the tub. 


Okay, maybe | got a little carried away but | don't OD. | was so fucking pissed at Axl, Jessy and this whole 
messed up band-situation, that's it. 

‘| just needed a little bump and got carried away, | guess: | try to explain myself. Why am | doing this anyway? 
‘I'm fine. No need to freeze me to death. Now get out of here: 

l'm still so fucking cold. So | get out of my jeans and try to dry myself off. These guys are lucky | almost live 
here anyway and have clothes to change. 


It reminds me that | still need to get a house. | need more personal space. 


Yelling snaps me out of my real estate planning. 

‘I've a few bruises, Axl, I'm not disabled.. Now let me go to see what's going on." | can hear Jessy cry out on 
her way towards the bathroom. What is she even doing here? 

Duff and Slash are on their way leaving the bathroom when Jess appears in the door frame. 

| gasp for air when | see her bruised face. What the hell happened to her? 

‘Holy shit, lzz.. what the hell did you do? She asks, desperately looking for Duff or Slash. Probably anyone to 
explain, but me. Yeah, | get it. | look like shit. 

‘He's okay now. Duff says with a shrug and leaves. 


Jessy hesitates a moment, her eyes scanning the bathroom. 

l'm not fucking comfortable with this. She shouldn't see me like this. No one should. But I'm suddenly very 
aware that this situation must look exactly like the way it actually is. 

l'm sitting on the bathroom floor, wet to the bones, only dressed in my boxers, my gear spread out besides 


the toilet. Fucking great. 


Bad enough she already guessed I'm a god damn junkie. Now she sees it with her own eyes. 


| let out a sigh and decide to ask questions first to avoid a lecture. 

But I'm still dazed and before | can pull myself off the fucking bathroom floor, she is kneeling beside me, 
hugging me. 

Her arms wrap around me and | feel the warm skin of her face in the crook of my neck 

She feels so fucking warm and soft in my arms, | can't help pulling her closer to me. 

When she pulls back to look at me, | instantly miss her warming body. 

‘Izz..' She starts to speak, but this time | manage to react a lot faster. 

‘What on earth happened to your face, Jess? 

God, her face looks pretty messed up and | wonder if she'd been in an accident or something? Why didn't 


anyone tell me shit? 


She flinches when | softly run my thumb across her split lip. 

‘This is nothing. I'm fine. I'll tell you all about this later’ She says, avoiding my eyes. ‘We need to take care of 
you first. You're still freezing: 

When she grabs the towel from my shoulders to dry my hair, | grab her arms to stop her. 

‘| am okay. | just need dry clothes, Jess: | say dryly. This feels fucking awkward. 

‘You almost killed yourself, Izzy! She replies with a serious look on her face and | start getting annoyed. 


‘Why the fuck does everyone think that? | say with a sigh, pulling myself from the floor. 


| turn my back to Jessy and catch a glimpse of my sorry self in the mirror. 

Holy shit, | almost look worse than | feel. 

Still trying to ignore Jessy, | collect my gear from the floor and toss it into my duffle bag. 

| grab the first shirt | lay my hands on and put it on, turning to face her again. 

She's just staring at me with that look on her face. Something between pity and disappointment. | can't fucking 
stand that look. 

‘| didn't OD, okay? Duff nearly froze me to death: | say plainly. She's still looking at me like that. God, can't she 
let this go? 

‘| can handle this shit, trust me.‘ | try to smooth things down, but she still looks like she isn't buying it. 


And for the first time in years, | wonder if | will get myself killed if | go on like this. 


Hollywood 
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1980 


| zzy 


Uhmmm... yeah? | hear a muffled voice picking up the phone. 
Bill? 

‘zz? That you man? 

‘Yeah. You've been asleep? | heard him yawning. 

‘ts four in the morning Izz!' He said like it's a bad thing. 

‘So what? | asked him. ‘You never go to sleep before dawn’ 


‘I'm working now. He said and | can't hide a laugh. Imagining Bill Baily having a job is so surreal. ‘Damn, Izz. How'd 


you even find me? Haven't heard from you in months. | thought you were dead, man: 

‘Yeah, called the reverend's house. They were fucking pissed and said you've been living with your granny? 
‘Fucker kicked me out in the middle of a fucking blizzard. l'm shocked they cared to tell you where | live now.’ 
‘So what's up with the job? | asked, imagining him running out of the house late each morning, trying to fix a 
fucking tie with one hand and holding a sandwich with the other. 


Knowing Bill, | was sure he would never hold that job more than a week. 


‘Got a job at the video rental. Grandma made me. My boss is a jerk. | fucking hate him: He said. ‘I'm thinking of 
leaving Lafayette. Cops still keep harassing me. It's fucking pointless to stay. So how's LA? 


| hesitated for a moment, not knowing what to tell him. 


Living in LA wasn't really what | expected When | got here | expected to literally find money on the streets and 
a different party every night. 

Now, at least the parties were great. And money was to find on the streets, but with a little different effort 
than | expected. 


‘Good. | mean.. it's great. Met a lot of cool people’ | say, trying to shake off the topic. ‘So how's Jess?" 
‘Missing you: | heard him sigh. ‘You should call her: 

‘Yeah. Listen, | gotta go. Running out of quarters: | said. 

122?" 

‘Huh? 

‘Glad you called, man. If | come up with some cash, | come and visit! 


‘Yeah, cool man‘ 


When Bill came for a visit a few months later, | had settled in LA. 

| had a small apartment in Hollywood, right behind the Chinese Theatre. Damn, that was a rundown place. A lot 
of shit went down in the alley behind that apartment building. There were a lot of hookers and junkies hanging 
around there. 

But for me it was home. 

Compared to crashing at parties or at some random chick's places, like | had when | first got to LA, it was like 
a five star luxury place. 


| had my own apartment, hot water, a socket for my amp and | got laid every fucking night. 

Live was good. 

So | was really looking forward seeing Bill again and showing him around my new hometown, hooking him up with 
some cool chicks. 


| picked him up at the greyhound downtown. 


Leaning at a brick wall of some abandoned building across the street, | flicked my cigarette butt out on the 
street as the bus approached. 

When | saw Bill stepping out of the bus, | couldn't help laughing. He looked like a god damn hick. He was lucky | 
came out to pick him up, because looking like that he probably wouldn't have survived more than two seconds 


around here. 


‘Hey Hillbilly! | called out to him with a snicker. 
He looked around with an evil glare which immediately turned into a bright smile when he recognized me. 
‘lzzy, man. Good to see you! He said when | reached him. 


‘Yeah, glad you finally made it: | replied and took a good look at him. ‘Man, we really need to work on your 


outfit man. This isn't Lafayette. You'd probably get killed here for looking like a god damn hippy’ 
He shot me a dark look. 
‘Yeah? And what are you supposed to look like? Some kind of Johnny Thunders wannabe?" 


Eyeing my outfit | couldn't find anything wrong with it. My hair was freshly dyed, | wore my new shoes and 
that white jacket | had bought in a second hand store recently. All set and cool. 

People kept telling me that | looked like Johnny and | was kinda flattered about it but that wasn't my intention 
in the first place. Anyway, the ladies loved it: 


‘At least | get laid regularly: | teased him. 

‘As if that would be a problem here. This town is full of hot chicks, man‘ He said, turning his head when a 
chick in fishnets walked by. | chuckled. 

‘The hot ones are either hookers or strippers. But if you're not picky... 

‘You've got a girlfriend? He asked naively. Damn, being a musician in LA you don't do relationships. There's just 
too much on the menu. 


‘Nah, too many boundaries: | told him with a smirk. 


‘And chicks are okay with that?" Bill asked. 

| noded, ‘In LA the chicks dig guys like us. You just have to provide some booze and smack: 

His eyes went wide. 

‘Jesus. You're doing drugs now? 

‘Sometimes. It kinda comes with the territory. Nothing you should be worry about: | shrug and patted his 


shoulder with a wide smile. 


| was sure this wasn't going to be his last visit in LA 


